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TotheMbftf

riLUSTRIOUS PRINCE

GEORGE
Mfayit fleafe your Crace^

Othing could ever contribute more

to my having a good opinion of

my felfj than the being favour'd by

your Grace: The thought of which has io

exalted me, that I can no longer conceal my
Pride from theWorld ; but m.uflpubli/li the-

Joy I receive in having lo noble a Patron^ ,

and one lo excelling in Wit and Judgment

;

Qualities which even your Enemies could ne-

ver doubt of, or detrad from. And which ^

make all good men and men of fence admire

you, and none but Fools and ill men fear you
for em. I am extrcamly fenfible what ho--

nour it is to me that my W^ritings are ap-

l^-oved by your Grace f who in your owii i

A- 2... havcv'



The Epflle ^edimory.

liavc ib clearly fliown the excellency ofWit
and Judgment in your Self^ and fo juftly the

defed: of *em in others , that they at once

lerve for the greateft example, and the fharp-

eft reproof And no man who has perfedly

underftood the Rehearfal^ and fbme other of
your Writings, if he has any Genius at all,

can write ill after it.

I pretend not of an Epiftle to make a De-
clamation upon thefe and your other excel-

Jent Qualities. For naming the Duke of
Sucl^ngbam is enough : who cannot have

greater commendations from me than all who
liave the honour to know him already give

liim. Amongft which number I think it my
greateft happinefs to be one, and can never-

be prouder of any thing can arrive to me,

than of the honour of having been admitted

fometimes into your Graces Converlation,

the moft charming in the World. I am now
to prefent your Grace with this Hiftory of

Timon, which you were pleafed to tell me
you liked, and it is the more worthy of you,

fince it has the inimitable hand of Shah^fpar

in



The Epfile^Dedkator/.

in It , which never made more Mafterly

ftrokes than in this. Yet I can truly fay, I

have made it into a Play. Which I humbJy

lay at your feet, begging the continuance of

your Favour, which no man can value more
than I fliall ever do, who am unfeignedly.

My Lord,

Tour graces

Moft Obedient^

humble Servant,

Tho. Shadwell.

Pro-



Prologue

TIM ON.
Since the bare gleanings of the Jiage are grown Y

The only portion for bris^ Wits oth* Town^ >>

We mean fnch as have no crop of their oxm 5

Methinkj yOHJhould encourage them that for»^

who are to watch and gather mhat does grow*

Thus a poor Poet muji maintain a Mufe^
As yoH do MifireJJes for others nfe^
Tie mitfieji Play can ferve him hut one day

^

Though for three months itfinds you what to fay*

T^t you your Creditors of wit will fail^

And never pay^ hut borrow on and rail.

Toor Echoes can repeat wit
^
though they ve none^^

Lil{p Bag^pipes they nofound have of their own^
Tillfome into their emptinefs be blown* j
'nt,.— ...

To be thought Wits and Judges they re fo glad^

And labour fort\ as if they were Wit- mad,
Some wiU keep Tables for the Wits oth'Nation^

And Poets eat them into reputation,

Ssme Scriblers will Wit their whole bu^nefs makf^
For labour d dullnefs grievous pains will take 5

And when with many Throes theyve travailed long^:

Thfy now and then-bring forth a Fooliff) Song*

^He Fop all modern Poets will condemn^
And by this means a parlom Judg mill feem*

Wi^'^



Wit if a cmmoH ldoU vain

Fops try a thousand wayes the name to gain^

Tray judge the nanfeoHs Farces of the Age^

And meddle not with fence upon the Stage 5

To you our Poet no one line fubmits^

who fuch a Coilmil Jieep to be thought IVits^

'tis you who truly are fo^ he would pleafe ^

But \nows it is not to be done with eafe.

In the Art of Judging you as wife are grown^

As in their choice fome Ladies of the Town.

Tour neat fljap't'^dxhzxy Wits you willdefpife^

And none but lufiy Sinewy Writers prize.

Old Englijh S\i2kt(^t2iX-ftomachs you have fliU^
Andjudge as our Fore-fathers writ with sk^U*

Tou Coin the Wit^ the Witlings of the town
Retailers are^ that fpread it up and down ^

Set but your fiamp upont^ though it be brafi.

With all the Woud be Wits^ 'twill currant pafsJ

Try it to day and we are fure 'twill hit,

Allio your Somraigm Empire nsuji fubmit.



Perfons Names.

Timon ofAthens
AlcibiadeSj an Athenian Captain.

Apemaotus, a Rigid Philofofher.

Nicias.

Phaeax.

iBIius.

Cleoo.

Ifander.

Ifidore.

ThrafiUus.

Demetrius, Tiraons steward*

Diphilus, Servant to Timon.
old man*
Poet.

^Senators of Athens.

Mr, Betterton*

Mr. Smith.

Mr. Harris.

Mr. Sandford.

Mr. Vnderbill.

Mr. Leigh.

Mr. Norris.

Mr. PercivaL

Mr. Gilfo.

Mr. Medhurne.

Mr. Bowman.
Mr. Richards*.

Mt.Jevon.
Fainter.

Jeweller^

Mufcian.
Merchanh
Evandra.
Melifla.

Ghloe.

Thais *7

P}jrinjasJ-^{/?r#/
to Alcibiades,

Servants.

Mejfengers.

Several MaJ^fteraders*

Souldiers.

Mrs. Betterton^

Mrs. shadwelU
Mrs. Gibbs.

fMrs. Seymorr

\Mrs he-Grande

Scene Athms.

iimon



(•)

Timon of Athens,
OR THE

MAN-HATER
ACT I. SCENE I.

Demetrim*

De»!?."^|P^ '^JpOvj ftrange it is to (ee my Riotous Lord
With carelefs Luxury betray himfelfj

To Feaft and Revel all his hours away 5

Without account how faft hisTreafure ebbs.

How flowly flows,and when I warn'd him of
His following dangers, with his rigorous frowns
He nipt my growing honefty i'th' Bud,
And kiird it quite 5 and well for me he did fo.

It was a barren Stock would yield no Fruit •

But now like Evil Councellours I comply,
And lull him in his foft Lethargick life.

And like fuch curfed Politicians can

Share in the head-long ruine, and will rife by't

;

What vaft rewards to naufeous Flatterers,

To Pimps, and Women, whatEftates he gives!

And Qiall I have no (hare ? Be gon, all Honefty,

Thou foolifh, flender, thredbare, ftarving thing, be gon !

B Enter



(2)

Here's a fellow-horfeleech : How now Poet, how goes the

world >

Poet. Why, it wears as itgrows : but is Lord Timon vifible ?

Dem. Hee1l come outfuddenly, what have you to pre-

fenthim?
Poeti A little OfF-fpring of my fruitful Mufe : She's in tra-

vel daily for his honour.

Dem. For your own profit, you grofi flatterer.

By his damn'd Panegyricks he has'writtea \^Ajide^

Himfelf up to my Lords Table,

Which he ftldom fails 5 nay, into his Chariot,

Where he in publick does not bluQi to own
Tie fordid Scribler.

Poet, The laft thing I prefented my Noble Lord was Epi*

gram : But this is in Heroick ftyle.

Dem. What d'ye mean by ftyle > that of good fence is all

alike 3 that is to fay, with apt and eafie words, not one too

v

little or too much : And this I think good ftyle.

Pdet, O Sir, you are wide o'th' matter ! apt and eafie!

Heroicks muft be lofty and high founding y

Kfo eafie language in Heroick Verfe ,

'Tis moft unfit : for (hould I name a Lion^

Ilmuft not in Heroicks call him fo

!

Dem^ What then?

Poet, rde as foon caU him an Afs. No thus.^

T^ie fierce Numidian Monarch of the Beafts,

Dem. That's lofty, is it?

Poet. O yes ! but a Lion would found fo baldly, not to be
Endur'd^ and a Bull too--- but

The mighty Warriour of the horned Race :

Ah - how that founds!

Hem. Then I perceive found's the great matter in this way-

.

Poet. Ever while you live,

nem. How would you found a Fox as you call it ?

Foet.' A Fox is but a (curvey Beaft for Heroick Verfe.

i:^:em.f Hgm r - • is. it fo.? how will aRaven do in Heroick ?

PoeSv.



(3)
Toet. Oh very well, Sir.

That black and dreadful fate-denouncing fowl.

Def2t. An excellent found - - - But let me fee your Pieci?,

Poet, rie read it - - - *Tis a good morrow to the Lord Timon.

Dem. Do you make good morrow (bund loftily ?

Toet. Oh very loftily !

The fringed Vallance ofyoHr eyes advance^

shahs ^ffy^^^ Canofy'd and dovpnie trance •

Phoebus ^/re^^j^ quaffs the morning dervj

^ach does his daily leafe of life renew*
.

Now you (hall hear defcription, 'tis the v^ry life of Poetry.

He darts his beams on the Larkf mojfie honfi^

And from his quiet tenement does rouze

The little charming and harmonious Fowl^

which Jings its lump of Body to a Soul :

Swiftly it clambers up in the Jieep air

With warbling throaty and makes each noat aflmr*

#
There's rapture for you! hah?

De-m. Very fine.

Poet. This the follicitous Lover jlraight alarms^

who too long flumberd in his CoeliaV arms :

And now the fwelling Spunges of the night

With akjng heads Jlagger from their delight :

slovenly Taylors to their needles haji :

Already now the moving fI)ops are placd
By thofe who crop the treafures of thefields^

And all thofe Gems the ripening Summer yields,

Whod*ye think are now ? Why Nothing but Herb-wo-
men : there are fine lofty expreflions for Hetb-v/omen! ha

Already now, &c.

Dem. But what's all this to my Lord ?

B 2 Toet.



(4)
roet. No, that's true, 'tis defcription though;
D$i^. Yes, IB twenty lines to deleribe to him that 'tis about

The fourth hour in the morning Fie in and let

Him know in three words 'tis the feventh.

[Exit Demetrius.

Enter MuGcian.

Foet. Good morning Sir : whither this way ?

Muf To prefent his Honour with a piece of Mufiek.

Entir Demetrius.

Deffi, My Lord will (bon come out.

Poet. He's the very fpirit of Nobility

—

And like the Sun when ever he breaks forth,

His Univerfal bounty falls on all.

E^/er Merchant, Jeweller, Painter, andfeveral ethers^

Jewell, Good morrow Gentlemen.^

Paint* Save you all.^

Dem. Now they begin to fwarm about the houfe

!

Poet. What confluence the worthy Timon draws?
Magick of bounty.—Thefe familiar Spirits

Are conjur'd up by thee.

Merch. 'Tis a fplendid Jewel;
*

Jewel, 'Tis of an excellent water.

Poet. What have you there, Sir ?

Paint. It is a Pidure Sir, a dumb piece of Poetry : but you
prefent a fpeaking Poem.

Poet* I have a little thing flipt idly from me

:

T?he fire within the flint (hews not it felf

Till it be ftruck 5 our gentle flame provokes

It (elf (vokes
Dem. You write fo feurvily, the Devil's inany man that pro-

You, but your felf.

Poet. It is a pretty , mocking of the life.

Paint. So, fo.

I>em\ Now muft thefe Ralcals be prefented all,

As if they had fav'-d his honour or his life^

Aiidtl muft have a feeling in the bufineft.

Enter.



CO
Enter certain Senators going in to Timon.

^oet. How this Lord is follow'd ! \Enier more whopafs over*

Taint. See more, well, he's a noble fpirit

!

Jewel. A moft worthy Lord !

Poet. What a flood of ViGtors his bounty draws \

Bern. You fee how all conditions, how all minds^

As well ofglib and flippery Creatures, as

Of grave and auftere quality, prefent

Their ftrvices to Lord Timons profp'rous fortune.

He to his good and gracious nature does fubdue
All forts of tempers, from the fmoothfac'd flatterer

To Apemantus-^ that Philofophical Churle

Who hates the world, and does almofl: abhor
Himfelf

Paint. He is a moft excellent Lord, and makes the fineft"

Pidure

!

Poet. The joy ofall mankind 3 defervesa Homer (ox his Poet^

Jewel A moft accompliOit perfon

!

Poet. The Glory of the Age

!

Paint. Above all parallel ! (h\m^
Dem* AndyettheieE^^ogues, were this man poor, would fly^

As I would them, if I were he.

{joft Hfuftck^

Poet. Here's excellent MuGck !

In what delights he melts his hours away

!

Enter Timon and Senators^ ^\mon addreffing Rim-

felf courteouf.y to all.

Him. My Lord, you wroncr your ieif, and 'bate too nmch ^

Of your own merits : *Tis but:a trifle.

^7/«f. With more than common thanks I miift receive ir.\

Isidore. Your Lordfbip has the v<;ry touS^of bouaty.
Phaax. You load us with too many Obligations. -

Tim. I never can oblige my friends too much.
My Lord, I remember you fhe other dav
Commended a Bay Courier which I rode ou...



VHe's yours, becaufe you lik'd him.

rh^ax, 1 befeech your Lordftiip pardon me tii thl<?,

Tim. My word is part : is there ought elfe you like >

I know my Lord, no man can juftly praife

But what he does affed:, and I muft weigh
My Friends afFeftions with my own ;

So kindly I receive your vifits, Lords :

My heart is not enough to give, me thinks,

could deal Kingdoms to my Friends and ne're be weary.
Julius. We all muft ftand amaz'd at your vaft bounty I

Cleon. The fpirit of Magnificence reigns in you !

Vhmax. Your Bounty's as difFufive as the Sea.

Tim* My Noble Lords, you do me too much honour.

Ifand. There lives not fuch a Noble Lord on Earth.

ThraftL None but the Sun and He oblige without
A profpeft of Return.

Enter a Meffenger and whifpers Tim on.

Tim. Lampridius \mipn(ox\d\ (ay you ?

Mejf. Yes, my good Lord, five Talents is his debt J

'His Means are ftiort, his Creditors moft ftrift.

He begs your Letter to thofe cruel men.

That may preferve him from his utter ruioe.

Tim. I am not of that temper to (hake off

'My Friend when moft he needs me : I know him,

A Gentleman that well deferves my help 5

Which he (hall have : Tie pay the debt and free him.

Jldejf. Your Lordftiip ever binds him to your fervice.

Tim* Commend me to him, I will fend his Ranfom,
And when he's free, bid him depend on me

:

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

fiut to fupport him after—i-tell him fo.

Meff. All happinefs to your honour,

[Exit Me(ftnger»

Enter an Old Athenian.

(Old Man. My Lord, pray hear me (peak.

Tim. Freely, good Father.

'Old Man. You have a Servant nam'd J>iphihff.

Tim. 1 have fq. that is be.

Old



(7>
Old Man. That fellow there by night frequents my houfej

l am a man that from my firft have been

Inclin'd to thrift, and my Eftate deferves

A nobler Heir than one that holds a trencher.

Tim. Go on.

Old Man. I have an only Daughter : no Kin
On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The Maid is fair, o'th' youngeft for a Bride,

And I have bred her at ray deareft coft.

This man attempts her love 5 pray my good Lord

Joyn with me to forbid him 5 I have often

Told him my mind in vain.

Tint. The man is honeft.

Old Man. His honefty rewards 'him in himfelfi.
It muft not bear my Daughter.

Tim. Docs fhe love him ?

0Wi^4». She is young and apt.

Tim. Do you love her ?

Biffil. Yes, my good Lord, and fhe accepts ofmine^ .

Old Man. If to her marriage my conftnt be wanting,

.

Fcall the gods to witnefs, I will make
The fieggars^of the ftreet my Heirs e're (be

Shall have a drachma.

Tim. This Gentleman of mine has ferv'd me long 5-

There is a duty from a Mafter too :

To build his Fortune I will ftrain a little.

What e're your Daughters Portion weighs, this

Mans (ball counterpoife.

Old Man. Say you fo my Noble Lord ! upon your honour
This, and (he is his.

Tim. Give me thy hand : my Honour on my promifeo

.

Biffd. My Noble Lord, I thank you on my knees

:

May I be as miferable as I (hall be bafe

When I forget this moft furprizing favour i

No Fortune or Eftate (hall eVe be mine,

Which rie not humbly lay before your feet,

Tim. Rift. I ne'rc do good with profpeftof rcturc/

That were but merchandizing, a mere trade

Qf putting kindnefs'out to ufe, F<?v ;



(8)
PoeL Vauchfafe to accept my labours, and long llve your

Lordfhip.

Tim. I thank yau 5 you (hall hear from me anon :

What have you there my friend ?

Paint. A piece of Limning for your Lordfliip.

Tim. Tis welcome. I like it, and you (hall find I do.

JeweL My Lord, here is the Jewel

!

Tim. Tis Excellent

!

Enter Apemantus.

Jewel Your Lordfliip mends the Jewel by the wearing,

Tim. Well mock*t.

Poet. No, my good Lord, he fpeaks what all men think.

Apem. Scum of all flatterers, wilt thou ftill fcrfift

For filthy gain, to gild and varni(h o're

This great Man*s Vanities

!

Tim. Nay, now we mufl: be chidden.

Poet* I can bear with your Lord(hip.

Apem. Yes, and without him too : vain credulous Timon^

If thou believ'ft this Knave, thou art a fool.

Tim, Well, gentle Apemantus^ good morrow to thee.

Apem. Till, I am gentle 5 ftay for thy good morrow
Till thou art Timons dog, and thefe Knaves honeft.

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knaves ?

Apem. They*re Athenians^ and Tie not recant 5

Th*are all bafe Fawners 5 what a coileis here

With fmiling, cringing, jutting out of Bums

:

I wonder whether all the legs they make
Are worth the fummes they coft you 5 friend(hip's full

Of dregs 5 ba(e filthy dregs.

Thus hone(t fools lay out their wealth for cringes.

JElim. Do you know us fellow ?

Ap^m. Did I not call you by your names ?

Tim. Thou preacheft againft Vice, and thou thy felf art

|)roud Apemantus.

^ Apem. Proud ! that I am not Timon.

Tim. Why fo .>

^ Aptm. To give belief to flatt*ring Knaves and Poets,

And to be ftill my felf my greateft flatterer

:

What



(p)
What (hould Great Men be proud offtead of ooifc

And pomp and (how, and holding up their heads.

And cocking of their nofes 5 plcas'd to fee

Bafe fmiling Knaves, and cringing fools bow to em >

Did they but fee their own ridiculous folly.

Their mean and abfurd vanities 3 they'd hide

Their heads within fome dark and little corner,

And be afraid that every fool fhould find *em.

2/;!^. Thou haft too much fowrnefs in thy blood.

Poet. Hang him, n er mind him
^pef». What is this foolifh animal man, that we

Should magnifie him fo > a little warm.
And walking Earth that will be aflies foon 5

We come into the world crying and fqualling.

And fo much of our time's confum'd in driv'ling infancy,

la ignorance fleep, difeafe and trouble, that

The remainder is not worth the being rear*d to.

Th<edx. A preaching fool.

Apem. A fool > ifthou hadft halfmy wit thou'dft find

Thy felf an A(s ! Is it not truth I fpeak ?

Are not all the arts and fubtleties of men.
All their Inventions, all their Sciences,

All their Diverfions, all their Sports, little enough
To pals away their happieft hours with.

And make a heavy life be born with patience)

Tim. I with the help of friends will make mine eafier

Than what your melancholy frames,

jipem. How little doft thou look before thee

!

Thou, who tak'ft fuch great felicity in Fools and Knaves,

And in thy own enjoyments, wilt e*re long

Find em fuch thin, fuch poor and empty (hadows,

That thou wilt wifli thou never hadft been born.

Tim, I do not think fo.

vh£ax. Hang him, fend him to the Areopagus^ and let hins

Be whipt

!

Apem. Thus innocenee, truth and dicrit often fuffer,^

Whifft injurers, oppreffors and defertlefi foob
Swell in their brief authority, look big

C And



(,o)
And ftrut in Furs 5 'tis a foul fhame.

But 'tis a loathfome Age, it has been long
Impofthumating with its villanie 3

And now the fwelling's broken out
In moft contagious ulcers 5 no place free

From the deftruSive Peftilence of manners;
Gut upon t, 'tis time the world (hould end!

Tim, Do not rail fo 'tis to little purpofe.

Afem, I fear it is, I have done my morning lefture,

And rje be gone—

-

rim. Whither?
Afem. To knock out an honeft AthentanshxTLXxa^,

Tim, Why ? that's a deed thou'lc die for Jpemantns.
Apem. Yes, ifdoing nothing be death by the Law. (fture ?

Tim. Will nothing pleafe thee ? how doft thou like thi^ Pi-

Apem, Better than the thing 'twas drawn for, 'twill

Neither lie, drink, nor Vv^hore,

Flatter a man to his face, and cut his

Throat behind his back 3

For fince falfe fmiles, and bafe

Difhonour trafBque with mans nature,

He is but mere outfide 5 Piftures are

Even fuch as they give out : Oh ! did you fee

The infides of thefe Fellows minds about you.

You'd loath the bafe corruptions more than all

The putrid Excrements their bodies hide.

JEHhs. Silence the foul mouth'd villain.

Tim, He hurts not us. How lik'ft thou this Jewel ?

Apem. Not fa well as plain dealing, which will not coft a

Man a doit.

Tim, What doft thou think this Jewel worth ?

Aptm. What fools efteem it, it is not worth my thinking.

Lo, now the mighty ufe of thy great Riches I

That muft (et infinite value on a Bawble!

Wiirt keep thee warm, or fatisfie thy thirft,

Or hanger? Mo, it is comparilbn

That gives it valuer then, thou look'ft upon
Thy fingsr, and art very proud to think

A pooff^



(«0
A poor man cannot have tt : Childi£b pleafiire

!

What ftretcbt inventions muft be fonnd to make
Great wealth of ufe > Oh ! that I were a Lord!

Tim. What would'ft thou do ?

Apem. I would cudgel two men a day for flattering me,

Till I had beaten the whole Senate.

Ph<eax. Let the Villain be foundly punifh'd for his

Licentious tongue.

Tim. No, the man is honeft, 'tis his humour : 'Tis odd,

And methinks pleafant. You muft dine with me
Apemantuf.

Jpem. I devour no Lords.

Tim. No, if you did, the Ladies wou'd be angry.

j^pem. Yet they with all their modeft fimperings.

And varnifh'd looks can fwallow Lords, and get

Great bellies by*t, yet keep their virtuous

Vizors on, till a poor little Baftard fteals into

The world, and tells a tale.

Enter Nicius.

Tim. My Noble Lord, welcome ! moft welcom to my arms

!

You are the Fountain from which all my happinefi

Did fpring ! your matchleft Daughter, fair Mellijfa.

Nic. You honour us too much my Lord.
Tim. I cannot, (he is the joy of Athens ! the chief delight

Of Nature,! the only life I live by ; Oh, that her vows
Were once expir'd s it is methinks an Age till that bleft day
When we (hall joyn our hands and hearts together.

JV/V. 'Tis but a week, my Lord.
Tim. Tis a thouftnd years.

Apem. Thou mifcrable Lord, hafi: thou to compleat •

All thy calamities, that plague of Love,
That moft unmanly madnefs of the mind,
That fpecious cheat, as falfe as friendftiip is ?

Did*ft thou but fee how like a fniveling thing

Thou look'ft and talk'ft, thou would'ft abhor or laugh at

Thy own admir'd Image.

Tim. Peace : 'I will hear no railing on this fubjedlo

C 2 Apem.



Apem. oyi>tle conf/pted time, that mtn Jhoutd bt

Deafto good Counfely not to Flatterie.

Tint. Come my dear friends, let us now vifit our gardens,

And refrelh our felves with fome cool Wines and Fruit

:

I am tranfporred with your Vifits

!

There is not now a Prince whom I can envy,

Unlefs it be in that he can more beftow

Upon the men he loves.

j^'Aius. My Noble Lord, who would not wed your firiend-

(hip, though without a Dowrie >

ifodor. Moft worthy Timon ! who has a life you may not
call your own ?

Ph£ax. We are all your Oaves*

Poet. The joy of all Mankind,

jfen?e/. Great fpirit of Noblenefs.
Tim, We muft not part tVis day my Friends* (fupple

jlpcm. So, fo, crouching (laves aches contraband makeyousr

Joynts to wither 5 that there (hould be fo little

Love among thefe Knaves, yet all this courtefie

!

They hate and (corn each other, yet they klfs

As if they were of different Sexes : Villains, Villains.

Exeunt Omnesi

Etf/er Evandra. Re-enter Timon. (chang'dy

Tim. Hail to the fair Evandra! methinks your looks are

And clouded with fome grief that misbecomes em.

Evan. My Lord, my ears this morning were (aluted with

The moft unhappy news, the difmal'ft ftory

The only one cou*d have afflifted me^
My dream foretold it, and Lwak'd affrighted

With a cold fweat o*re all my limbs.

Tim, What was it Madam ?

Evand. You fpeak not with the kindnefi you were wontj

I have been us'd to tenderer words than thefe :

.

It is too true,, arxl I am miferable !

Tim, What is't drifturbs you fo ? too well I gueG. [^jfide^.

Euan. Lhear I am to lofe your Lov^, which .was

The only earthly blefTing I enjoy'd,

And that on which my life depended*

Tim. No, I muft ever love my Excellent Evandra !

,

Eva^0
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Evan. MtUffa will not fuffer it : Oh cruel Timon^

Thou well may'ft bluQi at thy ingratitude

!

Had I fo much towards thee, I ne're (hou'd thow

My face without confufion : S^uch a guilt.

As if I had deftroy'd thy Race, and ruin'd

All thy Eftate, and made thee infamous!

Thy Love to me I cou'd prefer before

All cold rfefpefts of Kindred, Wealth andFaraCo

timi You have been kind ft) far above return,

That 'tis beyond exprcffion.

Evan. Call to mind
Whofe Elace I fprung.frora, thatofgreat Alctdcs^

Though not my Fortune, my Beauty and my Youth
And my unfpotted Fame yielded to none.

You on your knees a thoufand times have fworn^

That they exceeded all, and yet all thefe,

The only treafures a poor Maid poffeft,

I facrific'd to you, and rather chofe

To throw my ielf away, than you (hou'd be
Uneafie-in your wiflies x, fihce which happy
And yet unhappy time, you have been to me,

My Life, my Joy, my Earth, my Heaven, my AH,
I never had one (ingle wi(h beyond you 5

Nay^ every a£tion, every thought of mine,

How far foe*re their large circumference

Stretcht out, yet center'd all in you : You were
My End, the only thing could fill my mind. -

Tim. She ftrikes me to the heart ! I would I had
Not feen her. [^Ajtde\

Evan. hhTimon^ Lhave lov'd you fo, that had
My eyes offended you, I with thefe fingers

Had pluckt 'em by the roots^ and caft them from me :

Or had my heart contained one thought that was
Not yours, I with this hand would rip it open :

Shew me a Wife in Athens can fay this

5

And yet Lam jiot one, but you are now to marry.

Tim, That l have lov'd you, you and Heav'n can witnefi

By orany long repeated afts of Love,



And Bounty I have (hewM you-—~ ^ >'^^ '>^^.
> vu'^.r

Evan. Bounty! ah rmok ! .
»^ "

I am not yet fo mean, but rconteran
Your tranfitory dirt, and all rewards.

But that of Love, your perfon was the bound
Of all my thoughts and wiflies, in return

YoM have lov'd.roel Oh milerable found !

I would you never' had, or alwayes would.

Tim, Man is riot mafter of his appetite?,

Heav*n fwayes our mind to Love.

Ez;/««. ButHe^ to.fal^e(hood:

How many thoufand times y' have vow*d and fwora
Eternal Love ^ Heav*n has not yet abfolv'd

'

You of your Oaths to me 5 nor cati I ever.

My Love's as much too much as yours too little.

Tim. If you love me, you'l love my happinefi,

Melijfa ti Beauty and her Love to me
Has io inflam'd me, I can have none without her.

Evan. If I had lov'd another, when you firfl-,

My dear, falfe Timon fwore to me, would you
Have wiftit I might have found my happineft

Within anothers armes ? No, no, it is

To love a contradiSion.

Tim. 'Tis a truth I cannot anfwer.

Evan. Befides, MeliJJas beauty
Is not believM to exceed my little ftock,

Even modefty may praife it felfwhen *tis

Afpers'd : But her Love is mercenary,

Moft mercenary, bale, *tis Marriage Love :

She gives her perfon, but in vile exchange
She does demand your liberty : But I

Could generoufly give without mean bargaining

:

I trufted to your honour, and loft mine.

Loft all my Friends and Kindred : but little thought

I ftiould have loft my Love, and caft it on

A barren and ungrateful foil that would return no fruit.

^m. This does perplex me, I muft break it off. \^Ajid€^

Evan. The firft ftorra of your Love did (hake me fo,

It



It threw down all my leaves, my hopeful bloflbms,

Puirddowamy branches 5 but this latter tempeft ofyour hate

Strikes at my root, aod I muft wither oow,

Like a defertlefi, feplefs tree : muft fall

tim. You are fecure agaiaft all injuries

While I have breath

Evan. And yet you do the greateft^

Timon. You (hall be Co much partner ofmy fortuoe

As will fecure you full refpcfl: from all,

And may fupport your quality in what pomp
You can defire.

Evan. I am not of (b courfe a Mould, of have

So gr^ls a mind, as to partake of ought
That's yours without you.

But, oh thou too dear perjured man, I could

With thee prefer a dungeon, a low and loathfome dungeon
Before the ftately guilded fretted Roofs,

The Pomp, the noife, the (how, the revelling.

And all the glittering fplendour of a Palace,

Tim. I by refiftlefi fate am hurry'd on
Evan. A vulgar, mean excufe for doing ill.

Tim. If that were not, my honour is engaged .

Evan. It had a pre-engagement-—

_

Tim. All the great men of Athens urge me on
To marry and to prefcrve my Race.

Evan. Suppole your Wife be fal(e5 (as 'tis not iiew

In Athens --i) and fuffer others to graft upon
Your ftock 3 where is your Race > weak vulgar reafon I

Tim. Her honour will not fuffer her.

Evan. She may do it cunningly and keep her honour.
Tim. Her love will then (ecure her 5 which is as fervent

Evan. As yours was once to me, and may continue
Perhaps as long, and yet you cannot know
She loves you. Since that bafe Ce^'rt?/?/^^ Law
Made Love a merchandize, to traffick hearts

For marriage, and for Dowry, who's fecure?

Now her great fign of Love, is, (he's content

To bind you in the ftrongeft chains, and to

Aflavery,



A navery, 'nought can manutnize you From
But d^ath : And I could be content to be
A Have to you, without thofe vile conditions—

-

7/«f. Wlty are not our defircs within our power?
Or why (hould we'be puniflit for obeying them?
But we cannot create our own affeftions ^

They're mov'd by fome invifible aftive PowV,
And we^re only paffive, and whatfoever
Of iroperfeftion follows from th' obedience ^

To our defires, we (uffer, not commrt
And 'tis a cruel and a hard decree.

That we muft fuffcr firft, and then be puniCh't for't.

Evaff. Your Philofophy is too fubtle-—-but what

Security of Love from her can be like mine ?

Is Marriage a bond of Truth, which does confift

Of a few trifling Ceremonies? Orarethofe
Charms or Philters? Ti8 true, my Lord, I was not

Firft lifted o're the ThreOiold, and then

Led by my Parents to A/inervas Temple

:

No young unyok'd Heifers blood was offered

To Diana 5 no invocation to Juno^ or the Parc£ -

No Coachman drove me with a lighted torch 5

Nor was your houfe adorn'd with Garlands then 5

Nor had I Figs thrown on my head, or lighted

By my dear Mothers torches to your bed

:

Are thefe flight things, the bonds of truth and conftancy ? .

I came all Love into your arms, unmixt
With other aims 3 and you for this will caufc

My death.

Tiw, Vde Cooncv (cck my own^ Evandra.

Evan, Ah, my Lord, if that be true, then go not to Melijfd^

For I fhall die to fee another have

Poffeflion of all that e*re I wifht for on earth.

. Tim. I would I had not feen Meliffa :

* Evan. Ah my dear Lord, there is Ibme comfort left 5

Cherifh thofe noble thoughts, and they'l grow ftronger^

Your lawful gratitude and Love will rife,

And quell the other rebel-paffion in you^
life
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life all the endeavours which you can^ and if

They fail in my relief. Tie die to make you happy.

7'im. You have moved me to be womanilh 3 pray retire,

I will love you.

Evan. Oh happy word / Heav'n ever blefs my Dear 5

Farewell : but will you never fee Mellijja more ?

7//». Sweet Excellence / Retire.

Evan. I will will you remember your Evandra
% rim. Yes, I will.

How happy were Mankind in Conftancy,

'Twould equal us with the Celeftial Spirits /

O could we meet with the fame tremblings ftill,

Thofc panting joyes, thofe furious defires,

Thofe happy trances which we found at firft

!

But, oh!

Vnhappy man^ whofe mojl tranfporting joy

Feeds on fuch lufcious food as foon will cloy^

And that which Jhoud freferve^ does it dejiroy.

[Exit T'lmon.^

ACT IL

Enter MelilTa and Chloe.

WHat think'ft thou Chloe ^ will this drefs become me ?

Chlo* Oh, moft exceedingly ! This pretty curie

Does give you fuch a killing Grace, I fwear
That all the Youth at the Lord Timon$ Mask
Will die for you.

MeL No : But doft thou think fo Chloe ^ I love

To make thofe Fellows die for me, and I

All the while look fo fcornfuUy, and then with my
Head on one fide, with a languiftiing eye ! do fo

Kill 'em again ; Prithee, what do they fay of me,
chloe ^

Chlo. Say ! That you are the Queen of all their hearts,

Their Coddefs, their Deftiny, and talk of C»/7^// flames,

D And
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And darts, and Wounds / Oh the rareft language^

'Twould make one die to hear it 5 and ever now
And then fteal Come gold into my hand.

And then commend me too.

Mel. Dear Soul, do they, and do they die forme?
Cklo, Oh yes, the fineft, propereft Gentlemen
MeL But there are not many that die for me > humh
Chlo. Oh yes, LamachHs^Theodor/^^Theffalus^Eumolpide^^

JMemnotiy and indeed all that fee your LadiQiip.

MeL rie fwear ? how is my complexion to day ? ha Chloe ^

Chlo. O moft fragrant / *tis a rare white wafh this /

MeL I think it is the bed I ever bought 5 hadlnotbeft
Lay on fome more red Chloe <?

Chlo, A little more would do well 5 it makes you look
So pretty, and fo plump, Madam.
MeL I have been too long this morning in drelGng.

Chlo, Oh no, I vow you have been but bare three hours.

MeL No more ! well, if I were fure to be thus pretty but fevcn

Years, I'de be content to die then on that condition.

Chlo, The gods forbid.

MeL rie fwear I would 5 but d oft thou think r/;57^?;si will

Like me in this drefs?

Chlo* Oh he dies for you in any drefs, Madam !

MeL Oh this vile tailor that brought me not home my new
Habit todays he deferves the Oftracifme ! a Villain,

To diforder me (b 5 I am afraid it has done harm
- To my complexion : I havedreamt of it thefe two nights,

And (hall not recover it this week-

—

Chlo. Indeed Madam he deferves death from your eyeSo.

MeL I think I look pretty well? will x\otTimon

Perceive ray diforder? hah

chlo, Ohno, but you fpeak as if you made this killing

Preparation for none but Timon*

MeL O yes, chloe, for every one, I love to have all the

ISoung Blades follow, kifs my hand, admire, adore mej

And die for me : but I muft have but one favour'd

Servant 5 it is the game and not the quarry, I

Miift look after it in the reft;

ChJo. Oh
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thlo. Oh Lord, I wouW have as many admirers as I could,

Mel. Ay fo would I—but favour one alone.

No, I am refolv'd nothing (hall corrupt my honefty 5

Thofe. admirers would make one a whore Chloej

And that undoes us, 'tis our intereft to be honeft.

Chlo. Would they ? No I warrant you, Tde fain fee

Any of thofe admirers make me a Whore.
Mel. Timon loves me honeftly and is rich

chlo. You have forgot your Alcihiades :

He is the rareft perfon ! ^tiful'ft man,

Mel. N05 no, I could love him dearly : ohhe was the beau-

The fineft wit in Athens^ the beft companion, fulleft ofmirth

And pleafurCj and the prettieft wayes fie had to pleafe Ladies,

He would make his enemies rejoyce to fee him.

chlo. Why ? he is all thii:, and can do all this ftill. (riet

Mel. Ay, but he has been long banifn'd for breaking Mercn-

Images, and profaning the m} fteries of Troferpine 5

Befides, the people took his Eftate from h\m^

And I hate a poor Fellow, from my heart I fwear;

I vow methinks I look fo pretty to day, I could

Kifs my felf Chloe.

chlo. Oh dear Madam—I could look on you forever: oil

What a world of murder you'l commit to day !

Mel. Doft thou think fo ? ha! ha! no, no
Enter a Servant.

Serv. The Lord tiwons come to wait on you, and begs

Admittance.

Enter Timon.
Mel. Defire his prefence.

Tim. There is enchantment in her looks,

Afrefh I am wounded every time I fee her ; .

AH happinefs to beautiful Melijfa.

Mel. I fhall want none in you my dearell: Lord.
Tim. Sweeteft of Creatures, in whom all th' excellence

Of heav'niy Woman-kind is ften unmixt.
Nature has wrought thy mettle up without allaj^

Mel. I have no value, but my love of you,

And that I am fure has no allay, 'tis of
b 2 So
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So ftrong a temper, neither time nor death,

Nor any change can break it.

Tim. Dear charming fweet, thy value is fo great.

No Kingdom upon Earth fhould buy thee from me :

But I have ftill an enemy with you,
That guards me from my happinefi, a Vow
Againft the Law of Nature, againft Love,
The beft of Nature, and the higheft Law,

Jl4eL It will be but a week in force.

Tim. 'Tis a whole age ; in all approaching joys.

The nearer ihey come to us, ftill the time

Seems logger to us : But my dear Melijfa,

Why (houid we bind our felves with vows and oaths ?

Alas, by Nature we are too much confined.

Our Liberties (b narrow, that we need not

Find fetters for our felves : No, we fhould feize

On pleafure wherefoever we can find it,

Left at another time we mifs it there.

Chlo. Madam, break your Vow, it was a rafh one,

UleL Thou foolilh Wench, I cannot get my things

In order till that time 5 doft think I will

Be marri'd like fome vulgar Creature, which
Snatches at the firft offer, as if (he

Were defperate of having any other ?

Tim. Is there no hope that you will break your vow
MeL If any thing, one word of yours wou'd do't

:

But how can you be once fecure , Tie keep

A vow to you^ that would not to my felf?

Tim. Some dreadful accident may come MelijjA

To interrupt our joyes ^ let us make fure

0'th' prefent minute, for the reft perhaps

May not be ours.

MeL It is not fit it Chou'd, if I.ftiou'd break a vow
No, you (hall never find a change in me.

All the fixt ftars (hall fboner ftray

With an irregular motion, than I change

:

This may aflure you of my love, if not

Upon my knees I fwear



Were I the Qyecn of all the Univerfe,

And Timon were reduc'd to rags and mifery,

I would not change my love to him.

Tint. And here I vow.
Should all the frame of Nature be diflblv'd.

Should the firm Centre fhake, (hould Earthquakes rage

With fuch a fury to diforder all

The peaceful and agreeing Elements,

Till they were huddled into their firft Chaos,

As long as I could be, I'de be the (ame.

The fame adorer of Melijfa !

MeL This is fo great a bleffing Heav'n cann't add to it.

Tim. Thou art my Heav*n, Melijfa^ the laft mark
Of all my hopes and wifhes, fo I prize thee^

That I could die for thee.

Enter a Servant ofYxmons. .

Serv. My Lord, your dinner's ready, and your Lordfhips

Guefts wait your wifht preftnce : the Lord
Nicias is already there.

Tint. Let's haft to wait on him Metijfa*

Mel. It is my duty to my Father. [^Exeunn

Enter Poet, Apemantus, Servants fetting things in

order for the FeaSi^ (kers 5

Poet, His honour will foon be here, I have prepared the Maf-

They are all ready.

Apem. How now Poet .<? what piece of foppery haft thou to

prefent to 77^f?«i? (ofPoetry%
Poet. Thou art a fencelefs fnarling Stoick, and haft no tafte

Apem. Thy Poetrie's infipid, none can tafte it :

Thou art a wordy foolifh Scribler, who
Writ'ft nothing but high-founding frothy ftuff.

Thou fpread'ft, and beat'ft out thy poor little fence,

*Tis all leafgold, it has no weight in it.

Thou lov'ft impertinent defcription.

And when thouhafta rapture, it is not
The facred rapture of a Poet, but

Incoherent, extravagant, and unnatural^

Like



Like mad-mens thoughts, and this thou cairft Poetical.

Voet. You are judge ! fliall dull Philofophers judge
or us the nimble fancies, and quick fpirits

Of the Age?
jipem. The Cox-combs of the Age :

Are there fuch eminent fopperies as in the

Poets of this time? their mod unreafonable heads
Are whimfical, and fantaftick as Fidlers,

They are the (corn and laughter of all witty men.
The folly of you makes the Art contemptible,

None of you have the judgement of a Gander.

iElius, Nicias, Phtxax, and the other Senators.

Poet. You area bafe fnarling Critick 5 write your
Self, do and you dare.

Apem, I confefi 'tis a daring piece of valour, for a man
Of lence to write to an Age that likes your fpurious ftufE

Nici. What time of the day is't, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honeft.

Julius. That time ferves alwayes.

Apem. Then what excufe haft thou, that would'ft thus long

Omit it?

l{id. You ftay to be at the Lord Timons feaft.

Apem. Yes, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools.

Cleon. Well, fare thee well.

Apew. Thou art an Afs to bid me farewell.

Clean. Why fo ?

Apem. Becaufe I have not fo little reafon or honefty to

Return thee one good wifii for it.

Phteax. Go hang thy ftlf.

Apem. rie do nothing at thy bidding, make thy requefts to

Thy friend, if there be fuch a wretch on earth. (me,

Phieax. Be gon, unpesceable dog, or I will fpurn thee from

Apen^. Though I am none, Fie fly like a dog the heels of
The Afs.

iV/V/. He*s oppofite to all humanity
JEliu^. Now we (hall tafte of Timons bounty.

Phieax. He hath a heart brimful of kindnefs and good will-

Ifid. And pours it down on all his friends, as if Pintus

The



The god of Wealth were but his Steward.

Th£ax. No Meed but he repayes fcv*a-fold above
Its felf, no gift but breeds the giver fuch

Return as does exceed his wi(hes.

rhrafil. He bears the nobleft mind that ever govern'd tnau.

Th<eax. Long may he live with profperous fortunes.

But I fear it

Mlius. 1 hear a whifper, as though he fails his Creditors,

Even ol their intereft. (good Lord!
Th^ax. I fear it is too true ^well 'tis pity : but he's a

EnterXxvaow mtb Melifla, Chloe, Nicias, and agreat traits

with him*

Here he comes ray Noble Lord.

Nici, Moft worthy Timon !

^//^. My moft honoured Lord.

Tim* You over- joy me with your prefence ! is there

On Earth a fight fo fplendid, as Tables well

Fiird with good and faithful friends, like you ?

Dear Meliffal be pleased to know my friends

:

Oh Apemantus ! thou'rt welcome.

A{em. No, thou (halt not make me welcome

5

I come to tell thee truth, and if thou hear'ft me not

rie lock thy Heav*n from thee hereafter : think

On the ebb of your Eftate, and flow of debts 5

How many prodigal bits do flaves and flatterers gorge ?

And now *tis noble Timon^ y^oxthy Timan^ xoy2L\timo^^

And when the means is gone that buyesthis praife.

The breath is gone, whereof the praife is made.
Tim. It is not fo with my Eftate.

Apem. None are fo honeft to tell thee of thy vankie%

,

So the gods blefs me.

When all your Offices have been oppreft

With riotous feeders, when every Vault has wept:

With drunken fpilth of wine^ when every room
Has blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with Minftrels,

Or roaring finging drunkards 5 I have retired

To my poor homely Cell, and fet my eyes

At flow for thee^, becaufc I find fomething in

Thee^-
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Thee that might be worthy but as thou art I

Hate and Tcorn thee.

Tim. Come, preach no more, had I noEftate, I

Am rich in Friends, my Noble Friends here,

The deareft loving Friends that ever man
Was bleft with.

IV/V. Oh might we have an happy opportunity to (how how
We love and honour you !

Mlim, That you wou'd once but ufe our hearts.

ifand. We*d lay 'em out all in your fervice.

Fh^ax, Yes, all our felves, if you wou'd put us to a

Tryal, then we were perfeft.

Tim. I doubt it not, I know you'd ferve me all 3

Shall I diftruft my Friends ? I have often wifht

My felf poorer that I might ufe you We are

Born to do good one to ajiother : Friends,

Unlefs we ufe em, are like fweet inftruments hung
Up in cafes ; But oh, what a precious comfort
'Tis to have fo many like Brothers, commanding
Oneanothers fortunes! Truftme, my joy brings water

To my eyes,

Th£ax. Joy had the like conception in my eyes.

Apem. Ho, ho, ho 1 laugh to think that it conceived a

Baftard.

Tim. What doft thou laugh for ?

Apem. To hear thefe fmell-feafts lye and fawn fo,

Not only flattering thee, but thy Mutton and thy Partridge.

Thefe Flies, who at one cloud of winter-fhowers

Would drop from off you.
Cleoft, Silence, the Dog.
Th£ax, Let the fnarling Cur be kickt out.

Apem. Ofwhat vile earth, of what mean dirt a Lord is

Kneaded

!

Tim. The roan I think is honeft, and his humor hurts us not.

Apcm. I would my reafon wou*d do thea good, Ttmon.

Mel. This is an odd fnarling fellow 5 I like him.

Apef;/.\lf I could without lying, Tde fay the fame of thee.

Mel. Why? prethee what doft thoii think ofme?
Tim. Hel



Tim. He'll fbarl at thee. ; .n^ia .

Met. No matter. :
* -

Apem. I think thou art a piece of white* and redl Earth,

ThePifture of Vanity drawn to th'life^

l am thinking how handfome that Skull will

Be when all the FleQi is off, that face thou art

So proud of, is a poor vain, tranfitory thing,

And (hortly will be good for nothing.

Md^ Out on him, (curvy poor Fellow.

Tim. No more of this, be not fo fullen 5 Tl be kind

To thee and better thy Condition.

Apem. No, I'll have nothing 3 fhould I be brib'd too,

There would be none left to rail at thee, and then

Thou'dftfin the fafter: 77/«?^», thou giveft folong,

Thou'lt fhortly give thy felf away.

Tim^ ril hear no more ; let bim have a Table by ^ ,

Himfclf

Apem. Let mehave fome Roots and Water^ fuchas Nature
intended for our Meat and Drink before Eating and Drinking
grew an Art.

[The Meat is ferv d hp VPtth Kettle Drums
y
andTtnmpeti*

Tim. Sit Dear itfe//^tf, this is your Feaft:

And all you fee is yours.

And all that you can wifti for (hall be fo.

Come, (it Lords, no Ceremony,
That was devis'd at firft to fet a glofs

On feigned deeds, and hollow- hearfed welcomes,
Recanting goodne(s, (brry ere *^is (bown:
True friendfhip needs 'em not4 you re more welcome
To my Fortunes, than my Fortuaesiare tome.

. v-i W iTbejJlt.
Will you not have fome Mea^ ^/^e«r4«/iKf/

Apem. I fcorn thy Meat, 'twould choak me 5 for I (hould

Ne'r flatter ye. Ye .GodSj what a number of mca
Eat Timvft I and yet he fees 'era not.

It grieves me to fee fo many dip their meat
In one man's Blpud, and all the madnefs is

HeJcheecs xiui to't, and loves *em for't^

E I WOM-



i wonder men dare truft therofekes with men ^

Methinks they ft\ould invite them without knives^>

'Twere fafer far. That fellow that fits next hiniy

Now parts bread with him, pledges his breath

la a divided Draught, may next day kill him^
Such things have been. If I were a Huge Man
I fhou'd be afraid to drink at meals,

Left they (hou'd fpy my Wind-Pipes dangrous places.

Great Men (hould drink with Harnefi on their Throats.

7/«f. Now my Lords, let Melijfds health go round
Mlim* Let it flow this way

[Kettle'Drums and Trumpets found.

Afemi How this pomp (hows to a little Oyl and Roots?
Thefe healths will make thee and thy State look ilK

Phaax. Peace Villain.

jipem. Here's that which is too weak to be a Sinner ^

Here's honeft Water ne'r left man i'th^mire,

Tfiiis and iny Root will ftill keep down
5My (awcy and prefumptuoBs Flelh,

l|hat it (hall never get the better of me

—

Apemantus-/ Gracs.

Immortal Gods 1 crave no Pelfy

J pray for no man hut my felf
Grant I may never he fo fond
To trnji man on his Oath or Bond S -

Or a Harlot for her weepings

Or a Dog that feems afleeping^

Or a Gaoler mth my freedom^

Or my Friends if Ifioond need*em*

Amen^ Amen^ and fofall iot^

Gr^at Iden^f^f.md I- bai: Root.

Much good may\ do thee ^ooi Apemant us.

NJci. Our noble Lord Timons h^Silth^ let it ga r&ufld.

And Drnms, and *Frumpets found*

iKett^ Dfimsy^c*.

AJljim. Whatmadnefeis the jiompj^feeiK^tftj tbe fplen^



The frantick Glory of this foolilb life I :

Wc make our felves fools to difport our (elves,

And vary a thoufand aatick ugly (hapcs

Of FoUy and of Madnefs, thete fill up
The fcenes and empty fpaces of our lives.

Life's nothing but a dull repetition,

A vain fantaftick dream, and there's an end on't.

Tim. Now my good Lords and Friends, I fpeak to you,

Ycu that are of the CouncU of iom hundred,

In the behalf of a dear Friend of mine.

N/V/. .One word of yours muft govern all the Council,

And any thing in Athens.

Tim. I Speak chiefly

To you my Lord and Father 5 and to Ph<eax. (obey.

Pl)£ax. My good Lord corumand me to my death and I'll

Tim. 1 have received notice from Alcihiades.^

(Whofe Enemies you have been, ajnd whofe Friends

I beg you will be now) that be in private

Will venture into ^/A^^f 3

Not openly becaufe he will not truft

The lofolcnce of the tumultuous Rabble 5

If he follicites his recallment with you,
There lives not on this earth a man thnt has

Deferv*d fo well from the Nobility 5

He has prelerv'd ev*n Athens in his Exile,

By Tijfaphernes power he has kept us from
The Lacedemonian Rage, and other Foes
That might have laid t^is City low in a(hes.

How many famous Battelshas he won?
But which is more, by his advice and power,
Even in his abfeuce he has wrefted

The Government from the infulting Vulgar 5

Whofe Wifedom's Blindneft, and whofe Power is Mada^fe.:

And plac-d it in your noble Hands 5 methiuks
You in return (hould take off his hard featence

Of BaniQiment, and render back all his Eftate.

Ph£ax. Is there a thing on Eairth you would com»aad us

That we would difobey?

E 2 Nw.
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Niei. I am abfolutely yours in ^li Commands.
^Uhs. How proud am I that I can ferve Lord Timon !

Afem, Thinkft thou thy ftlf thy Countries friend now r/-
His foul Riot and his inordinate Luft, (won?
His wavering Paffions, and his headlong Will,

His (clfilh Principles, his contempt of others,

His Mockery, his various Sports, his Wantonnefi,
The Rage and Madnefs of his Luxury
Will make the Athenians hearts ake, as thy own-
Will ft)on make thine,

Ifod. Hang him, we never mind him*

ifancl. When will he fpeak well of any man ?

Apem. When I can find a man that's better than
A beaft;, I will fall down and worfhip him.

Tint, Thou art an Athenian^ znd I bear with thee^

Is theMafque ready ?

Poet. 'Tis, my noble Lord.

Apem* What odd and childifb folly Slaves find out
To pleafe and court all thy diftemper'd Appetites

!

They fpend their flatteries to devour thofe men
Upon whofc Age they *1 void it up agen

With poyfbnous fpjte and envy.

Who lives that's not deprav'd, or elfe depraves ?

Who die that bear not fome fpurns to their Graves-

Of their friends giving? 1 (hould fear that thofe

Who now are going to dance before me,

Should one day ftamp on me: it has been done,

Tinzi Nay, if you rail at all Sociqty^

Wl hear no more be goae.

Ap^m. Thou.roay'ft be fure \ will not (lay to fee

Thy folly any longer, fare thee well, remember
Thou would*fl[ not hear me, thou wilt curfe thy felf for*t.

Tiffflr. I do not tbink fo fare thee well.

Apcmantus^
Enter Servant* (tance.

Serv. My Lord, thereare Ibme Ladies mafqu'd defire admit-

Tiw. Have not my doors Jbeen always opento

Ey'ry Athenian^. They do me haaouTg .

Wait



Wait on *em in, were I not bound to do
My duty here, I would*

Chloe. I have not had the opportunity

To deliver this till now, it is a Letter

From Alcihiades.

Mel Dear Alcibiades^ Oh how. fhall I love him y

When he's reftor'd to his Effate and Country !

* He will be richer far than T/«^« is^,

AndJ (hall chufe him firft of any man 5

How lucky 'tis I ffiould put off my Wedding.
E»/er Evandra with Ladies mafqud.

Tim. Ladies, youdomy houfeand me great honour
f Qiould be glad you would unmask, that \

Might (ee to whom I owe the Obligation.

I. Lad. We ask your pardon, weareftoln out upon
Curiofity^ and dare not own it.

Tim. Your pleafure Ladies, (hall be mine.

Evan. This is the fine gay thing fo much admir'dj.

That's born to rob me of my happinefs,

And of my life 3 her face is not her own;
Nor is her love, norfpeech, nor motion fo;

Her (miles, her amorous looks, (he puts on all,

There's nothing natural : She always afts

And never (hews her ftlf^ How blind is Love
That cannot fee this Vanity

!

{Mafque begins^

£»/er Shepherds and Nymphs.

A Symphony of Pipes imitating the chirping

of Birds.

Nymph Hark^hoxp the.Songsters of the Grove
Sing Anthems to the God of Love.

Har\ how each anirous winged pair^

With Loves great praifes fiU the Air*

Chorus. Onevry fide the charming found
Doe

s^
from theJaoUovsLWoods rebounds

Retomella^

Nymph*



Nymph, Love in their tittle veitif infiires

Thir cheerful Notes^ their foft Dejlres :

while Heat makss Buds or Blojfoms Jpring^

Thefe pretty couples love and jing.

Chorus But Winter puts out their defire^

with Flutes. And half the yearthey want Lovesfire.

Retornella,

Full ^ But Ah how much are our delights more dear^

Chorus- or only Humane Kind love all thsyear, »

Enter tbe M<Bnades and JEgipaHes.

1 Bach. Hence with your trifling Deitie

A greater we adore^

Bacchus^ who always kseps us free

From that blind childifl) power*

2 BSch. Love makes you Ungui[l) and look^ pale^

And fneak^^ and figh^ and whine^

But over us no griefs prevail^

while we have lufiyWine.

Chorus C^^^^ hang the dull Wretch who has care in his foul^

with % whom Love^ or whom Tyrants^ or Laws can controuly
Houc-boys

(^jf jpithin his right hand he can have a full Bowl.

JNymph. .Go drivel and fnore with your fat GodofWine^
Tour fwell'd faces with Pimples adorning^

Soak^your Brains overnight and your fenfes rejlgn.

Andy rget all you did the next Morning,

vNymph. With dull aking Noddles live on in a mifi^

And never difcQwr true Joy *'

Would Love tempt with Beatfty^you could not refljiy

Zhe Empire he flights^ hed defiroy.

I Bach. Better our heads ^ than hearts fljould ake^

His childifh Empire we defpife '-^

Good Wine of him a Slave can mak^i
And force a Lover to he wife.

Better^ &c.
3 Bach.



(30
2 Bach. Wi»e fweetens all the cares 4>f Feace^

And takes the Terrour offfrom War.

7o Loves affliUion it gives eafe^

And to its Joy does befi prepare*

Jt fweetens^ &c.

Nymph. '77/ Love that maks^ ^re4/ Monarchs fight^

The end of Wealth and Power is Love^

It makes the youthful P^ets write^

And does the Old to Youth improve*

Retornella of Hout-boys^

Bach. 'Txt Wine that Revels in their Veins^

Makes Cowards valiant^ Fools grow wife^

Provokes low Pens to lofty Jirainsy

And makes the young Loves Chains defpifi.

Retornella.

^Love rules the Warld.
Nymphs mi
Shepherds.

Mxnades and

\^gipanes.

Nymphs uni

Shepherds.

Mxpades and

iEgipanes.

{^Tis Winey 'tis Wine.

\^Tis Love^ 'tis Love,

^tis Winty 'tis Wine.

Enter Bacchus and Cupid.

Bacchus. Uold^ Hold^ our Forces are comhind^
And we together rule Mankind.

General Then we with our Fipes^ and our Voices wiSjoin
Chorus. To found the loud praifes ofLove and good Wine*

Wine gives vigour to Love^ Love makes Winego
down.

And by Love andgood Drinkingy all the World is

our owfSi.

Tim. 'Tis well defignd, and well perform'd, aud Til

Reward you well: let us retire into my next

Apartment, where Tve devis'd new pleafures for you,
And where I will diftribute foroe fmall Pr^fents,

To teftifie my Love and Gratitude.

Phaax. A noble Lord

!

MUhs^ Bounty it felf>

.

Tim



(30
T/«f. Thus my Melijfa will we always fpend

Our timeioPleafures^ but whoe're enjoys

Thee, has all th'^s life afFords fum'd up in that.

Evan. Thefe words did once belong tome, butOh!
My ftubborn heart, wilt thou not break at this?

Tim. Ladies I hope you'l honour me with you prefence,

And accept of a Collation*

I Lady. We ask your pardon, and muft leave you*

Tim. Demetrius^ wait on them.

Evan. My Lord, l*d (peak with you alone.

Tim Be pleafed Madam, to retire with your father,

ri wait on you inftantly. [to Melijfa.

[Exeunt all hut Timon and Evandra.

Who are you Madam?
Evan. One who is come to take her laft leave of you.
Tim. Evandra ! What confufion am I in

!

Evan. I am forry in the midft of all your joys

I (hould diQurb you thus: J had a mind
To lee you once before I dy*d 5 I ne'r

Shall trouble you again*

Tim. Let me not hear thefe killing words.

Evan. They'l be my laft, and therefore give*em room:
lam haftning to my death, then you'i be happy,

I neV (hall interrupt your joys again,

Unlefs the Memory of me fhould make
You drop fome tears upon my duft 5 I know
Your noble Nature will remember that

Evandra was, and once was dear to you.

And lov*d you fo, that (he cou'd dye to make
You happy.

Tim. Ah dear Evandral that would make
Me wretched far below all mifery v
Vd rather kill my felf than hear that news.-

I call the gods to witnefs, there's not one

On Earth I more efteera. .

Evan. Efteem ! alas!

It is too weak a Cordial to prelerve

My fading life, Lfee your paffioa s growa
Too
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Too headftrong for you. Oh my deareft timon I

I, while I have any breath, rouft call you fo 5

Had you once ftruggled for my fake.

And ftriven to oppofe the raging fury of
Your fatal Love, I fhould have dy'd contented.

But Oh ! falfe to your ftlf, to all my hopes,

And me 5 you fuckt the fubtile poyfon in

So greedily, you would not ftay to tafte it.

Tim. She moves me ftrongly^ 1 hav£ found ftom her

The trueft and the tendereftXove that c'r

Woman yet bore to Man.
Evan. I find you're gone too far in the di(ea(e

^f* admit a Cure: I will perfwade no longer.

Death is my remedy, and ril embrace it.

Tim. Oh talk not of Death : 1 11 love you ftilL*

\ can love two at once, truft me I can.

Evan. HoJ'imon^ I will have you whole, ornothing:

\ love you fo, I cannot live to fee

That dear, thatmoft ador'd perfon in anothers arms:

My Love's too nice, 'twill not be fed with crumbs.
And broken meat, that falls from your Mdiffa.
No dear falfe Man, you (bon (hall be at reft,

I came but to receive a parting Ki(s

:

You*l not deny me that ?

Tim. I will not part with you s wel befriends few: ev^r^

Evan. No, no, it cannot be, forgive this trouble,

Since 'tis the laft, I'll never fee y^ more

5

And may Melijfa ever |ovc you as

The Excellence of your form deferves^ and may
She pleafe you longer than th' unfortunate

Evandra could.

Tim. Gods! Why fhould I not love this Woman beft?

She has deferv'd beyond allmeafure from me 3
")

But I have bad her Love already. )
Oh moft accurfed Charm, that thus perverts mc

!

To Her. Y* have made a Woman of me.

Evan, ri have but one laft look of that

She's beautiful, and good as Angels are 5

Be-
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Bewitching Face that ruin'd me..

Oh, I could devour it with roy eyes: but I'lll

Remove it from thee. I ne*re

Shall die contented while I lookon thee.

Tim, Be patient till I give thee fatisfaftion.

Evand. No, deareft Enemy, Til remove the guilt

From thee, and thus Til place it on my felf.

[Offers to fiabkr felf,

Tim. Hold, dear Evandra^ iffthou lov'ft my life

Preftrve thy own 5 for here I fwear, that minute
When thou attemptft thy life, 1 will lofemine.

Where's Difhilus i

E«/eh DiphiluSi

Diphl Here my Lord.

Tim^ WMon E^andrahome^ and take a care

Sh' attempts net any raifchief on her ftlf

;

Sh'is agitated by a dangerous pafixon.

My dear ! let Diphilus wait on thee home 5^

As foon as ever my Company is gone,

Illl fee thee, and convince thee that Move thee.

Evand. No, no : I cannot hope ^ farewel for ever.

{Ex* Diph. and Evand.
Tim, I muft refolve on fomething for her comfort 3

For the Empire of the Earth I wou*d not lofe her ,

There is not one of all her Sex exceeds her

In Love, or Beauty -

0 miferable ftate of humane life

!

We flight all the injoyments which we have^
And thofe things only value which we have not

:

Where is Demetrius /
De^^ My Lord

!

Tim, Where is the Casket which I fpoke for >
^

(fpeak.

Dem. It is here* my Lord : I beg your Lordfhip hear me
1 have buGneft that concerns you nearly

Tim. Some other time 5 of late thou doft perplex die

Each moment with the hateful name of bufiaefi.

That
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That mortal Foe to plcafure, I'll not hear it. [^Ex. Titnon.

Dem. So ! all now is at an end I

He does command us to provide great gifts,

And all out of an empty Coffer.

His promifes fly fo beyond his 'ftate,

That what he fpeaks is all in Debt 5 He owes
For every word 5 His Land is all engag'H,

His money gone 5 would 1 were gently turn'd

Out of my OflSce 3 left he (hou'd borrow all

I have gotten in his fervice. Well

!

Happier is he that has no friend to feed^

Than fnch who do evn Enemies exceed*

[Eat. Demct,

ACT HI.

^Enier Timon md Demetrius.

Tim* Tr\E«fe^ri»/ /

How comes it that ! have beeii thus incounter4

With clamorous demands of broken Bonds,
^

And the unjuft detention of money long fince due ?

I knew I was in debt, but did not think

I had gone fo far 5 wherefore before this time

Did you not lay my ftate fully before me ?

T>em. You would not hear me.

At many times I brought in my accounts.

Laid *em before you you would throw 'em off.

And (ay, you found em in my Honefty.

I have beyond good manners, pray'd you often

To hold your hand more clofe and was rebuk't for'to

Tim. You (hould have preft it further.

Dew. What e're I durft I did, it was my intcreft.

For if my Lord be poor, what thedi muft I be ?

Call me before the exafteft Auditor?,

And let mv lifelie on the proof:

fa Oh
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Oh my good Lord, the world is buta world.
If it were yours to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone >

tim. Have you no money in the Treafury ?

Dm» Not enough to (upply the riot of two meals*.

"Tim, Let all ray Land be ibid,

De«i» 'Tis all cngag'd 5

And fome already's forfeited and' gone;

That which remains will fcarcepay prefent dues^v
The future comes apace,

Tim. To Laced<emon did my Land extend.

Dem. How many times have Iretir'dand wept,
To think what it would come to.

Tioi. Prithee! no more, I know thou'ft honeft.

Dem. It grieves me to confider 'mongft what Parafites

And trencher Friends your wealth has been divided.

I cannot but weep at the fad refleftion.

When every word of theirs was greedily

Attended to, as if they'd been pronounc'd

From Oracles. I never could be heard.

Tim. Come 5 preach no more^thou fbon (hall find that L
Have not mifplac'd my Bounty, why doft weep >

l am rich in friends and can ufc all their wealth

Freely as I can bid thee fpeak-
.

Dem. I doubt it.

Tim. You foon (ball fee how you miftake my fortune*

Now rihall try my friends. Who waits there }

Enter three Servants.

I Seri My Lord !

Tim, Go you to Fhaax and to Cleon^^^ you to ifander ^

And mUhs^ you to ifadore and Titrafdluf.

Commend me to their loves, and let tfiem know,
Ikn proud that my occafions make me ufe *em

For a fupply of money. Let the requeft

Be fifty Talents from each man.
I Serv^ We will, my Lord;
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rim. Thou, Demetrius^ (halt go to the Senate, from whom

Even to the States beft heal th I have deferv'd

This hearing. Petition them to fend me 500 Talents,

Dem* Irauft obey. The next room^s full of

Importunate Qaves and hungry Creditors , go not to 'em.

[Ex. Dem.
Tim. What! mud: my doors b' oppos'dafgainft my pafTage?

Have I been ever free, and thofe been open
For all Athjcnians to go in and out

At their own pleafure? My Porter at my Gate
Ne*re kept man out, but fmifd and did invite

All that paft by it, i»i and muft he be

My Gaoler^ and myHoufe my Prifon! no,

ril not defpair: my friends will never fail me, [Exit.

Scene iJth^ Porch or Cloijier of the Stoicl^s.

Apemantus ffeakjng to the people and feveral Senators*

Apem. *Mongftall the loathfome and bafe difeafcs of
Corrupted Nature, Pride is moft contagiousi

Behold the pooreft miferable wretch

Which the Sun (hines on ^ in the midft of alt'

Difeafes, rags, want, infamy and flavery,

The Fool will find out foraetliing to be proud o&
Julius. This is all railing.

Apem. When you deferve my precepts, you fliall have 'enr,'

Mean while, if 1*11 be honefl:, I muft rail at you.

Cleon. Let's* walk, hang him, hear him not rail.

vhaeax* Our Government is tooremifiin fufferingthe

Licence of Philofophers, Orators, and Poets.

Apem. Show me amighty^ Lordling, who's puft up,.

And fwells with the opinion of his greatnefs 5

He's an Afs. For why does he refpedi hVmfclf f6,_

But to make others do it .> wretched Afs !

By the- lame means he fteks refped', helofesit.

Mean thing ! does he not play the fool, and eat.

And drink, and void his excrements and ftink^

like other men, and die . and rot fotoo?
Wbac
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What then fhou'd it be proud of> 'Tis a Lord 5

And that's a word fome other men cannot
Prefix before their names: what then? a word
That it was born to, and then it could not help it.

Or if made a Lord,perhaps it was [^Efzter Timons 3 ServanU.
By blindnefs or partiality i*th* Government.
If for defer t, he lofes it in Pride

5

*Who ever's proud of his good deeds,perforras

Them for himftlf^ himfelf thoud then reward 'em.

Oh but perhaps he's rich, 'Tis a million to one
There was villany in the getting of that dirt.

And he has the Nobility to have knaves for his Anceftors.

Th<eax* Hangtheethou fnarling Ralcal, the Government's
To blame in fufferiDg thee to rail fo long,

Aptm. The Government's to blame in fuflFering the things

I rail at.

In fufTering Judges without Beards, or Law, Secretaries that

Can't write 5 (fences

Cenerak that durft not fight, AmbaflTadors that can't (peak

Block-heads to be great Minifters,and Lord it overwitty men 5

Suffering great men to fell their Country for filthy bribes,

Old limping Senators to fell their Souls

For vile extortion : Matrons to turn incontinent 5

And Magiftratcs to pimp for their own Daughters.

;Ruineof Orphans, treachery, murther, rapes,

Incefts, adulteries and unnatural fins,

f'ill all your dwellings, here's the (hame of Government,

And not my railing. Men of hardn'd foreheads,

And fear'd hearts. 'Tis a weak and infirm Government,

That is fo froward it cannot bear mens words.

Mlius. Well, bablingPhilofophy, call Rafcal,we (hall make
You tremble one day.

Afem. Never.'

Sordid great man ;! itts not in your power,

I fear not man no iinore than I can love him.

*Twere better for us that wild beafts poflTeft

The Empire of the Eartii, they'd ufe xpea better.

Than they do one another. They*d ne're prey
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CTn man but for neceffky of Nature.

Man undoes man in vvantonnefi and fport,

Bruits are much honefter than he 5 my dog:

When he fawns on me is Jio Courtier,

He is in earned ^ but a man lliall fmile,

And wifli my throat cut.

CleoK. Money ofme, fay*ft thou ?

\ Serv. Yes! he faies he's proud he has occaGon to make
life of you.

Cleon, Ut come to that ? {^Ajide.

Unfortunate man ! I have not half a Talent by me

!

But here are other Lords can do it.

I honour him fo, that if he will, Til fell my Land for him 5

But prethee excufe me to him, Lanl in great hafte

At this time. [Ex. Cleon.

I Serv. 'Tis as Lthought. How monftrous and deform'd a

Thing is bafe ingratitude ! Here's Ph^ax^ My Lord >
*

Th£ax. Oh! one ofLord Ttmopts men} a gift I warrant yoUo

Why this hits right. I dreamt of a filver Bafon and
Ewer to night. How does that honourable, compleat,

Free-hearted Gentleman, thy very bountiful good Lord ?

I Serv. Well in his health, my Lord.

Vhaax, I am heartily glad, what haft thou under thy
Cloak, honeft youth ?

I Serv. An empty 'Box which by my Lords Command
I k:ome to entreat your Honour to fupply with fifty Talents -

He has inftant need of. He bids me fay he does not

Doubt your friendfhip.

.

Th<eax. Hum ! not doubt it! alas, good Lord!
He*s a noble Gentleman ! hard he not kept fo good a Houfe,

Twould have been better : Tve often dia'd with him.

And told him of it, and come again to Supper for

That purpofe to have him fpend lefs, but 'twould not do 2

flam forry for't: but good Lad thou art hopeful and of
Good parts.

I Serv. Your Lbrdftiip fpeaks^^ your pleafure.^

Thaax.. A prompt fpirit, give thee thy due. Thou know'ft

What's reafon. And canft ufe thy time well^ jf the time u(e

Thee
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Thee well ^ Tis no time to lend money. Thou art wife,

Here's money for thee— good Lad wink at tne and lay

Thou (aw*ft me not.

I Serv. Is't poffiblc the World (hould differ fo,

And we alive that liv 'd in't ?

Jpem. What art thou fent to invite thofe Knaves again

To feaft with thy luxurious Lord ?

1 Serv. No; I came to borrow fifty Talents for him.

And this Lord has given me this to fay, I did not fee hiiH.

^pem. Is't come to that already ?

Bafe flavifh Phieax^ thou of the Nobility ?

Let molten Coin be thy damnation.

p/)£axf Peac^ Dog.
^pe^. Thou worfe ! thou trencher fly, thou flatterer,

Thou baft Timons meat ftill in thy gluttonous paunch,

And doft deny him money. Why (hould it thrive,

And turn to nutriment when thou art poifon>

2 Serv. My noble Lord.

Jfand. Oh how does thy brave Lord, my nobleft friend ?

2 Serv> May it pleafe your honour, he has fent

Ifan. Hah what has he fent > I am fo much obliged

To him, he's ever fending. How fhall I thank him? hah,

What has he fent ?

2 Serv. He has fent me to tell you he has occafioQ

To ufe your friendlhip, he has inftant need

Of fifty Talents

ifan. Is that the bufinels ? hah t

I know his honour is but merry with-me,

He cannot want as many hundreds.

a^erv. Yes, he wants fifty, but is afTur'd of your Honours
Friendfhip.

Ifan. Thou art not fure in eairneft ?

2 Serv. Upon my life I am.

Ifan. What an unfortunate Wretch am I ? to disfurni(h

My (elf upon fo good a time.

When I might have (hown how much I love

And honour him ; This is thegreateft affliftion

lE're fell upon me ; the Gods can witaefs for me
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1 was juft fending to my Lord my felf

:

I have no power to ferve him, my heart bleeds for't.

I hope his honour will conceive the beft 5

Beaft that I am, that the firft good occafion

Shou'd not be in my power to ufe^ I beg
A thoufand pardons. Tell him fo

A^tm. Thou art an excellent Summer friend I

How often haft thou dipt i*th' difh with him ?

He has been a Father to thee with his purfe.

Supported thyeftate 5 when e're thou drink'ft,

His filver kiffes thy bafe Lips, thou rid'ft upon
His Horfes, ly'ft on his Beds.

Ifan. Peace, or V\\ knock thy brains out. [Ea*. Ifan*

3 Serv, My Lord, Thraftllm

thra* He*s comes to borrow, I muft Qiun him.

I hope your Lord is well.

2 Serv. Yes, my Lord, and has fent me •

Thra. To invite me to Dinner. I am in great haft— •

But ril wait on him if I can poffible. [Ex. Thra.

Afem. Good Fool, go home. Doft think to find a grateful

Man in Athens .<?

3 Serv. Ifmy Lord's occafions did not prefs him very much
I would not urge it.

AEUhs. Why would he fend to me ? I am poor. There's

Thaax^ Cleon^ ifodore^ Thrapius^ and lfaf?drr, and.many
Men that owe their fortunes to him

3 Serv They have been toucht and found bafe mettle.

Julius, Have they deay'd him 5 and muft you come to me }

Muft I be his laft refuge? 'tis a great flight,

Muft I be the laft fought to? he might have

Confider'd who I am.

3 Serv* \ fee he did not know you.

JKlius. T was the firft that e're receiv'd gift from him,

And I will keep it for his honours fake,

But at prefent I cannot polTibly fupply him :

Befides, my Father made me fwear upon
His Death, J never ftiould lend money.
I've kept the Oath c're fince. Fare thee wclL [^Bx* /^Hus.

C 3 Serv.



(40
S Ser'V. They all fly wfI

jipem. The barbarous Herd of mankind (hua
One in attUaion, and turn him out as

Deer do one chat's hunted, go, go home
To thy fond Lord, and bid him Curfe himfcl^

That would not hear me : bid him live on root

And water, and know himfelf, he had better

Have (hun'd Mankind than bedeferted by them. /,

Enter Melifla and Chloe.

Melt. Who could have thought Timon fo loft i'th' world?
With what amazement will the news of this

So fudden alteration be receiv'd by all Athenians >

Chloe. Is it for certain true >

JlieL Certain as death or fate! my father has aflur'd me
Of.it, that he is a Bankrupt, bis Credit gone, and all

His ravenous Creditors with open Jaws will fwallow him.

'Tis well I am informed, Til ftand upon mj guard.

Enter Page.

Page. Madam, a Gentleman below defires admittance.

Jkel. See Chhe, if it be Lord Timon^ or any one from him5

Say I am not well. I will not be feen : be fure I

Be not.

Chlo. I vvarrantyou. [Ex. Chloe.

MeL Seen by a Bankrupt ! no, bafe poverty

Shall never enter here. Oh, were my Alcibiades

Rccaird, he would adore me ftill, and woad be

Rich too.
.

Enter Alc'ityiadGS in difguifey and Chlo^i

chide, h is a Gentleman indifguife, I know him not.

uilcilf. But my Melijfa does. {Pnlls offhis Difgnife*

Mel. My Alcibiades ! my Hero !

The Gods have hearkn'd to roy vows for thee^

And
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And have Crown'd all my wifhes. Thou'rt more welcome
To me than the return of the Suns heat

Is to the frozen Region of the North,

That's cover'd half the year with Snow and Darknefs.

AlciL My Joy, my life, my blood, my foul, my liberty,

And ail that's pretious in the earth, 1 have

Within my arms : This treafure far outweighs

The joys ofConqueft, or deliverance

From banifhment or flavery.

MeL How proud am I of all thy vidories

!

'Twas thou that Conquer'd, but I triumph'd for thee,

All day I figh'd and wi(ht, and pray'd for thee,

And in the night thou entertain'dft my fleeps,

And whenfoe're I dreamt thou wert in danger,

I cry'd out, my Alcibiades^ and in my dreams
I was valiant, and methought I fought for thee.

Alcib. Oh my Melijfa ! the Cordial of thy love

Is of fo ftrong a fpirit, 'twill overcome me,
One kils and take my foul 5 another and
'Twill (ally out 3 Oh, I could fix whole ages on
Thy tender lip 3 and pity all the Fools

That keep a fenfelefi pother in the world for powV,
And pomp, and noife, and lofe fubftantial blifs.

MeL There is no blifs but love 5 and but for that

The world would fall in pieces ! Oh, with what a grief

Have I fuftain'd thy abfence! had not my Father

Prevented my efcape, I had come to thee.

Alcib. Twas well for Athens (afety that thou did'ft not 3

I had negleded all my Conquefts which
Preferved this bafe ungrateful town 5 for I

In thee (hou'd have all that I fought for 3 Thou
Would*ft have been life, liberty, Country, and Eftate to me,

JHel. I have the end of all my hopes and wifties^

If the ungrateful Senate will let me keep thee,

Alcib. Twas I that made them what they arCj in hope?

They foon would call me home to thee.

It was the thought of that which fir'd my Sou!,

At every ftroke the memory of Mdijfd
G 2 Gave
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Gm vigour to my arm, and made me conquer.

Mel. Oh, let ambition never more difturb

Thy noble mind, let love in peace poffefi it.

Let not the noife of Drums and Trumpets clangor,

Glalhing of arms, and neighing Steeds, and groans

Of bleeding men entice thee from me.

Alcib. The Senate (hall not dare remove me from thee.

Should they once offer it, IVe an Army will

Tofi their ufurious bags about their ears,

Rifle their Houfcs, deflour their Wives and Daughters^

And dafti their brains out of their doating heads.

But dear Meliffa^ fince our hearts fo long

Have been united^ let's not fray for friends,

For ceremony, but come^compleat our joys 5

True love's above fenftlefs formalities.

MtU If any thing from you could anger me,
Tvhis would 5 but know, none (hall invade my vertue

Without ray life : but on my knees I vow
No other man, though Crown'dthe Eraperour

©f all the World, ffiould ever have my love,

And though thy Country bafely fhould defcrt thee, ,

liwould continue Arm.

Alcib. And here
I fwear, that could I conquer all the Univerfe,

ly lay the Crowns and Scepters at thy feet

For thee to tread on. By thy felf I fwear,

An Oath more facred far to me, than all

M^ck Deities which knavifh Priefts invent,

Are to the poor deluded Rabble.

Chloe, Madam! Your Father is come in.

Mel. Let us retire : my Father has not yet

F<>rgotten his enmity, the breaking of the

Peace with the Lacedemonians, and his foi!

Which he thinks you caused m Sicily^

Heel not forgive.

Akib. Had he injured me beyond all fufferance,

I would have forgiven him for begetting thee. [Exeunt o\.
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Enter Timon and iervafrti

Tim. Is't polfible? deferted thus? what large profeffiott&

Did all thefe make but yefterday > did they all refufc to lend^

Say you?
I Serv. The rumour of your borrowing was (bon

Difperft, and then at fight of one of us

They would ftop, ftart, turn fhort, pafs by, or feera

To overlook us, and avoided us,

As if we had been their mortal Enemies $

And who fufpefted not when they were mov'd.

Came off with bafe cxcufes.
.^i

. <

Tim. Ye Gods! what will become oiTimon? I'll goto'eui'

My fclf, they will not have the face to ufe me fo*

Enter Demetrius,

Oh Demetrius ! what news bring'ft thou from theSenate^'

Dem. \ am returned no richer than I wen^.

Tim. Juft Gods ! it cannot be.

Dem» They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice^

That aow they are at ebb, want Treafure, cannot

Do what they would, are forry 5 you are Honourable 5

But yet they could have wifht^they know not.

Something has been amifs 5 a noble nature

May catch a wrench 5 would all were well 3 *tis pity 3 ,

And fo intending other ftrious matters.

After diftateful looks, and thefe hard fraftions.

With certain half caps and cold carelefs nods,

They froze me into filence.

Tim^ The Gods reward their Villany, Old men ^

Have their ingratitude natural to'em 3

Their blood is calf and cold, it (eldora flows,

'Tis want of kindly warmth which makes *em cruel^

And Nature as. it grows again towards earth,

Is falhion'dfor the Journey, dull and heavy*

Heav n keep my Wits I or isx a bkffing to be mad ?

Demefr}:{r
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Demetrius follow me 5 Til try *em all my felf.

Dem. The Senatet« affeciibling again,

You'll find 'cm in the Senate Houfe, {jExennf.

Enter many Creditors mth Bills and Papers^

Re- enter Demetrius.

Dem. How now, what makes this fwarm of Ralcals here ?

Each looking big, and with the vifage ofdemand.
I Cred, We wait for certain fums of money due.

Dem. U money were as certain as you? waiting.

Why then profferd you not your Bills a i Bonds
When your falfe Matters eat ofmy Lords neat ?

Then they would fmile and fawn upon him,

.And fwallow the intereft down their greedy throats.

Enter Timon and Servants.

Tim. If Melijfa be at home,tell her Til wait on her fuddenly,

1 Cred. Now, let's put in 0 my Lord,my Bill.

2 Cred. Here's mine,

3 Cred. And mine.

4 Cred. My Matter's.

Tim. Hold, hold, my wits. Knock me down 3

Cleave me to the watte*What would you have, you Harpyes ?

1 Cred. We ask our due.

Tim. Cut my heart in pieces and divide it.

4 Cred. My Matter's is thirty Talents.

Tim. Tell it out of my blood.

2 Cred. Five thoufand Crowns is mine.

Tim. Five thoufand drops pays that.

What yours, and yours ?

3 Cred. My Lord.

I Cred. My Lord.

Tim. Here, take me, pull me in pieces^ will you ?

The gods confume, confound, and rot you all.

1 Cred. What a Devil, is he mad ?

2 Cred. Mercy on us, let us be gonCo

3 Credo
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^ Cred. Let's go, hee*ll murder fome of us.

r//». They have e'ea taken my breath frcm me. Slaves,

Creditors, Dogs, preferve my wits, you Gods.

Dem. My Lord, be patient 3 paffion mends it not.

(^Lampridius erojfes the Jt^:ge andJhnns Timon.

Tim. See Lampridins^ whom I redeemed out of Pnfon.

His Father deadfince, and he rich. Now the Villain

Shuns me.
E«/er Phaeax*

Oh my good Friend Phaax*

Ph£ax* Oh my Lord 1 am glad to fee your Lordihip,

I have a fudden occafion calls me hence,

rU wait on you inftantly. [£x» Ph^ax*
Tim. I could not have believ'd this.

Enter Cleonv

My Lord.

Clean. Oh my good Lord , I am going to fee

If I can ferve yourLordfhip in the Command
I receiv'd from you by your Servant. [^Ex. Cleon.

Tim. Oh black Ingratitude ! that Villain has

A Jewel "tit this moment on, which I prefented him^

Goft me three thoufand Growns.

Dem. You'll find em all like thefe.

Tim. There are not many fure fo bad.

How have I lov'dthefe men, and (hewn 'emkindnefi,

As if they had been my Brothers, or my Sons f

[_Enter D'lphWn^ feeing Timon, mnfles his faee
and turns nr^ay.

Look, is not that my Servant Difhilus^ whom I marry'd to

The old Man's Daughter, and gave him an eftaic too 3

And now he hides himfelf, and fteals from me?
How much is a Dog more generous than a man 5

Oblige him once,hee'l keep you Goropany,
,

Ev'n in your utmoft want and miferyo

Enter
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EHter ^lius.

Who's that ? ufi*///^/ .<? my hoxd— jEUhs.

Demetrius
y
go let him know Ti«?^?« would fpeak

With him [Dem. goes to him^ he turns hack:
Do you not know me Mlius .

JElius. Not know my good Lord Timon !

Tim. Think you I have the Plague?

JElius. No, my Lord.

Tim. Why do you (hun me then ?

^lius. Ilhunyou? Td fervc your Lordfhip with my life.

Tim. I'll not believe, he who would refufe me money,
Wou d venture his life for me.

JElius. I am very unfortunate not to have it in my Power
To fupply you ^ but I am going to the Forum^ to a Debter,

If I receive any, your Lordlhip (hall command it.

Tim.Hsid I fo lately all the Caps and Knees of th' Athenians,

And is't come to this ? Brains hold a little.

Enter Thrafillus.

Thraf Who*s there? Timon ? Jjhms b4cl^.

Tim. There's another Villain.

Venter Ifander.

How is't ifander

Ifand. Oh Heav'n ! Timon !

Tim. What, did I fright you ? am I become lb dreadful

An Objeft ? is poverty contagious ?

Ifand. YourLordftiip ever (hall be dear to me.

It makes me weep to think I cou*d not ferve you
When you lent your Servant. \ am expefted at the Senate.

I humbly ask your pardon 3 I'll fell all I have

But ril fupply you foon. [Ex. Ifander.

Tim^ Smooth tongue, diiTembling,weeping knave, farewel.

And
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And farewel all Mankind ! It fhall be Co DmeitiHs i
Go to all thefe fellows. Tell *em I'm fupply'd, I have no
Need of 'etiu Set out my condition to be as good
As formerly it has been. That this was but a Tryal,

And invite 'em all to Dinner.

Dem. My Lord, there's nothing for 'em.

Tm. I have taken order about that.

Defff. What can this mean ? [^Ex. Demetrius.

I have one referve can never fail me.

And while Melijfas kind I can*t be miferable 5

She has a vaft fortune in her own difpofal.

The Sun will fooner leave his courfe than (he

Deftrt me.

Enterfirft Servant.

Is Melijfa at home ?

I Serv. She is, my Lord 3 but will not fee you.

Tint, What does the Rafcal fay ? Damn'd Villain

To bely her fo ? [strikes him.

I Serv. By Heav'n 'tis truth. She faies (he will not fee you«

Her woman told me firft fo. And when I would not

Believe her, (be came and told me (b her felf^

That Qie had no bu(in«(s with you 5 defir'd you would
Not trouble her 5 (he had affairs of con(equence^ &€.

Tim. Now Timon thou art fain indeed 5 fallen from all thy

Hopes ofhappinefe. Earth, open and fwallow the

Moft miferable wretch that thou did'ft ever bear.

Enter Melifla.

I Serv. My Lord, Melijfas ! paffing by.

Tim. 0\iDt2LX Melijfa !

Mel. Is he here ? what luck is this?

Tim. Will you not look on me } not fee your Timon ^

And did not you fendm e word fo?



E«/er Evandra.

Afel. I was very bufy, and am fo now 5 I muft obey my
Father 5 I am going to him.

Tr»f. Was it not, AieUjffa, faid 5 If Ti/^oft were reduc'd

To rags and mifery, and (he were Queen of all the Uoiverfe,

She would not change her love?

AleL We can't command our wills 5

Our fate muft be obey'd. £E;c. Mel,
. Tim, Some Mountain cover me, and let my name,

My odious name be never heard of more.
0 ftragling Senfes whither are you going ?

Farewel, and may we never meet again.

EvandfA ! \ ow does the fight ofher perplex me !

I've been ungrateful to her, why ftiould I

Blame Villains who are fo to me ?

Evan. Oh Timon ! I have he^rd and felt all thy affliftions y

1 thought I never (hou'd have feen thee more 5

Nor ever would, had'ft thou continu'd profperous.

Let falfe Meliffa bafely fly from thee,

EvandraAsnot made of that courfe ftuff.

7/«i. Oh turn thy eyes from an ungrateful man !

EvaH. No, fince I firft beheld my ador'd Timon^

They have been fix«t upon thee prefent, and when abfent

I've each moment view'd thee in my mind.

And (hall they now remove ?

Tim. Wilt thou not fly a wretched Caitif? who
Has fuch a load of mifery beyond
The ftrength of humane nature to fupport ?

Evan. l am no ba(e Athenian Parafite,

To fly from thy Calamities 5 I'll help to bear *cm.

Tim^ Oh my Evandra^ they're not to beborn..

Accurfed jithens ! Fore(l of twolegg'd Beafts.^

Plague^ civil War^ and famine, be thy lot

:

Let propagation ceafe, that none of thy

,

Confounding fpurious brood may fpring

To iafei); and damn fucceediDg.Ceaeratioas 3



May every Infant like the Viper gnaw
A paflage through his mothers curfed Womb $

And kill the hag, or if they fail of it,

May then the Mothers like fell rav'nous Bitches

Devour their own bafe Whelps*

Evan, timon! compofe thy thoughts, I know thy wants.

And that thy Creditors like wild Beads wait

To prey upon thee 5 and bale Athens has

To its eternal Infamy deferted thee.

But thy unwearied bounty to Evandrn
Has fo enrich'd her, (he in wealth can vie

With any of th* extorting Senators,

And comes to lay it all at thy feet.

Tim. Thy moft amazing generofity o'rewhelms me^
It covers me all o're with (hame and blufties.

Thou haft oblig'd a wretch too much already.

And I have us*d thee ill for't^ fly, fly, Evandra. I

1 have rage andmadnefs, and I (hall infeft thee.

^ Earth! take me to thy Center 3 open quickly !

Oh that the World were all on fire

!

Evan. Oh my dear Lord ! this fight will break my heart %

Take comfort to yoi^ let your Creditors

Swallow their maws full 5 we have yet enough,
Let us retire together and live free

From all the fmiles and frowns of humane kind$
I fhall have all I with for, having thee.

Tim. My feafo are not found, I never can

Deferve thee : Tve us'd thee fcurvily.

Evan. No, my dear Timon^ thou haft not.

Comfort thy (elf, if thou haft been unkind.

Forgive thy felf and I forgive thee for it.

Tim. I never will 5

Nor will I be obliged to one,

I have ueated fo injurioufly as her [^Ajidt.

Evan* Pray, my Lord, go home 5 ftrive to compofe
Your felf All that I have was and is yours 5 I wifti

It ne're had been, that yet I might have (hewn
By ftronger proofs how much Move my Timon.

H 2 Tim.



Tim. Moft Excellent of all the whole Crcatioo,

Thou art too good that thou thould'ft e're partake

Of my misfortunes

And I am refolv*d not to involve her in 'em. [^Ajtdco

Prithee Evandnt go to thy own Houfe,

Earn once more to give my flatt'ring Rogues
An entertainment but fucb a one as (hall befit 'em 5

And then Til fee thee.

Evan, Heav n ever blefs ray Dear.

[Ex> Timon Evandra«

B«f^r Ph^ax, Cleonj Ifander, Ifidore, Thrafillus, i^Iius.

Fh£. I think my honourable Lord did but try us.

Ckon. On my life it was no more. His Steward affur'd

Me his condition was near as good as ever.

Ifand. That I doubt— but 'tis well at prefent

By his new feafting.

Mlms. I am forry I was not furnifh'd when^be fent to me^ •

Ifd^ I am fick of that grief, now I fee how all things go.

Enter T'mon an4 Attendants.

Tim. Oh ! my kind friends ! how is't with you all ?

How I rejoice to fee you ! Come^ ferve in Dinner,

Fh^ax. My noble Lord ! never fo well as when your
UordQiip is fo.

MUus* I am fick with (hame that I

Should be fo unfortunate a Beggar when you fent to me.

Tim, No more, no more, I did but make Tryal : I have
No need of any fums^ my Eftate is in good health ftill.

Phieax^ Tryal my good Lord ? Would any one refufe

Yiour Lordftiipwere it in his power? Command half

My eftate ! I am forry 1 was fo in haft, I could

Mot ftay to tell you this. I have received Bills even now.
Pray ufe me - I hope he will not take meat my word. [_ajide-

Ifam Take it not unkindly, my good Lord, that I could

Notierve.youo Now roy Lord command me lam able.,

Timd,



Timi I befeech you do not thitik on't ; I know ye i<}ve nrt,^

All of ye.

Phaax. Equal with our felves, my dear Lord.

Tifra. If you had Tent but two hours before tome?
Cleon. Now I have money, pray command tt.

Tim. No more, for Heav'ns fake 5 think you I diftruft

My kind good friends ! you are the beft of friends.

My fortune ne're {hall drive me from you, and Ibould

Mine fail, which I hope it never will,
*

I know I may command all yours.

Th^eax. I fhall think my felf happy cnough4f you would^
But command my utmoft Drachma:.

^Uhs. That werehonour indeed^ to ferveLord Timon^

r would with life and fortune.

ifan. Alas f who would not be proud of it ?

I^d. Not a man in -^/A^^/.

Cltom There's no foot of my Eftate your Lordftiip

May not call your own.

*Thra. Nor mine, my uoble L6rd.

Tim. Thanks to my worthy friends. Who has fucb

Rind, (uch hearty friends as I have?

Mlius. All cover'd Difhes*

Ifan. Royal chear I warrant you.

Vh^ax* Doubt not of that 3 if money or the ftafoc^

Gan afford it.

iftd. The fame good Lord ftill.

Tim. Come, my worthy Friends, let's (it! make it

Not a City feaft, to let the meat cool e're we agree

Upon our places.

Tv&e GRACE.

YOV gre4t BenepBors^ makeyour felves prai/d for yem-'
own gift hafe ungrateful man trill not do it of him^

felf'-i referve fliU to give, left your DeitiEt he defpis'd ^ zpere

your Godheads to borrow ofmen^ men would forfakp ye : f»af{e

the meat helovd more than the man that gives it. Let '

Jjfemhly of twenty be without a fcore ofVilUmt. If there he
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twelve mmen^ let a dozen ofem te***.4f thy are. Confound
I befeech you^ all the Senators of Athens

, together with the
common people, ivhat is amifs make fit for dejiru&ion'y for
thefe my prefent friends^ ar the/ are to me nothings fo in no-
thing hlefs theSf and to nothing are they welcome^ but Toads
and Snakes: A feaji fit for fitch venemous Knaves.

iVhaax, What does he mean ?

Julius. He's mad I think.

Tim, May you a better feaft never behold.

You knot of nwuth friends, vapours, lukewarm Knaves 5

Mod fmiling, fmooth detefted Parafites,

Courteous deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears,

You Fools of Fortune, Trencher Friends, Time Flies,

Cap and knee Slaves 5 an everlafting Leprofie

Criaft you quite o*re 5 what, doft thou fteal away >

Soft, take thy Phyfick firft, and thou, and thou 5 ftay I will

Lend thee mony borrow none.

Phaax. What means your Lordfliip ? Til be gone.

Cleon. And I. He'l murder us.

^Mus. This is raging madnefs 5 fly, fly. \They run off.

Tim. what all in motion! henceforth be no feaji^

whereat a Villain s not^ welcome gueji.

Burn Houfe^ JinJ^ Athens, henceforth hated be

0/Timon, man and all humanitie. [^Ex. Timon.

ACT IV.

Timon Sottts,

Tim. T E T me look back upon thee! Oh thou wall

L That girdleft in thofe Wolves! Sink in the Earth,

And fence not -4^i6e;if/ longer 5 that vile Den
Of ftvagc Beafts \ ye Matrons all turn Whores 5

Obedience fail in Children 5 Slaves and Fools

Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench,
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And mmifter in their ftead. To general filths

Convert o'th* inftant green Virginity 3

Do*t in their Parents Eyes. Bankrupts hold faft.

Rather than render back, out with your Knives,

And cut your Trufters Throats. Bound Servants fteals

Large handed Robbers your grave Matters are,

And pill by law. Maid to thy Matters Bed,

Mittrefs to the Brothel. Son of twenty one,

Pluck the lin*d Crutch from thy old limping Sire

:

And with it beat his brains out. Piety, Fear,

Religion to the Gods 3 Peace, Juttice, Truth,

Domettickawe, night rett, and neighbourhood,

Inttruiiion, Manners, Myttertes and Trades^

Degrees, Obfervations, Cuftomsand Laws,
Decline to your confounding contraries 3

And let confufion live. Plagues incident to men,
Your potent and infeftious feavours heap
On Athens ripe for vengeance. Cold Sciatica

Criple the Senators, that their limbs may halt

As lamely as their manners. Lutt and Liberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of your youth 3

That 'gaintt the ttream of virtue they may ttrive

And drown thcmfelves in riot. Itches, blains,

Sow all the Athenians bofoms, and their Crop
Be general Leprofie. Breath infeft breathy

That their Society as their friend Qiip, may .

Be meerly poifon. Nothing, nothing I bear from thee:

Farewel, thoumott detettedTown, and fudden

Ruine fwallow thee. \Ex. Tim. •

Scene the Senate Honfi^ 0II the Senatefitting —
Alcibiadcs. .

Nic. How dare you^ Alcibiades^

Knowing your Sentence not recaird, venture hither ?

Alcih. >You fte my reverend Lords what confidence .

I place in you, that durtt cxpofe my perfon

Before my fcncence be recaird : I am not now ^

Petitioner for my fclf 5 I leave my cafe

o your good and g^aeious natures, wheayou (halLc

Think



^hink Tve deferv'd your favour for my feivice.

I am an humble Suitor to your vertue,

For mercy is the vertue of the Law,
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly

:

'Tis for a Gallant Officer of mine 5

*

As brave a man as e're drew Sword for Athens.

'Tis Thraftbulus^ who in heat of blood,

Has ftept into the Law above his depth*

Nic. True, he has kill'd a man.
Alcih. IVe been before the Areopaguf^ and they refufe

All mercy. He is a man (fetting his Fate afideJ of comely
Vertues, nor did he foil the faft with Cowardiie 5

But with a noble fury did revenge

His injured reputation.

Vh^ax. You ftrive to make an ugly deed look fair.

Nic. As if you'd bring man-flaughter into form,

And valour did confift in quarrelling.

AEUhs. That h a ba(e and illegitimate valour

;

He's truly valiant that can wifely fuffer.

ifan. All fingle Corabates are deteftable,

And courage that's not warranted by law,

Is much too dangerous a vice to go unpuniftied.

ijid. If injuries be evil, death is moft ill,

And then what folly is it for the lefs ill

To hazard life the chiefeft good ?

<:leon. There's no fuch courage as in bearing wrong.

Alcibi ii there be toh valour in bearing, what
Do we abroad > Women are then more valiant

Thatiftay at home. And the Afs a better Captain

Than is the Lyon. The Malefaftor that is

Loaden with Irons, wifer than the Judge.
Nic, You cannot make groft fins IcKjk clean

With eloquence. ^ ' f

Alcib. Why db f6f)d m6n expofe theinfelves to Battle,

And not endure ^11 threats, and fleep upon e*ro,

And let the foes qui^ly cut their throats?

Come my Lords be pkiful and good.

Nic. He t&at's mrWteetciful than i^ crGeL " tLio^ p
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Alcib. The utmoft law is downright Tyranny

:

To kill I grant is the extreameft guilt,

But in defence of Honour.
Ph£, Honour ! is any Honour to be fought for

But the Honour of our Country >

Alcib. Who will not fight for's own, will never fight

For that : Let him that has no anger judge him 5

How many in their anger would commit
This Captains fault had they but courage for it?

Cleon. You (peak in vain.

Alcib. If you will not excule his Crime, confider

Who he is, and what he has done 5

His fcrvice at Laced^men and Byz^antinm^

Are bribes fufBcient for his Life.

IV/V. He did his duty, and was rewarded with

His pay, and if he had not done it, he (hould

Be punifht.

Alcib. How my Lords ! is that all the return

For Souldiers toils, fafting and watching ^

The many cruel hardfhips which they fuffer 3

The multitude of hazards, blood, and loft

Of Limbs?

Ifan. Come, you urge it too far, he dies.

Alcib. He has Qain in fight hundreds of Eacmies.

How full of valour did he bear himfelf

In the laft conflift ! what death and wounds he gavel

iftd. H'has given too many.

JElius. He is a known Rioter, he has a fin
*

That often drowns him 5 in that beaftly fury

He has committed outrages.

vh£. Such as we (ball not name, fince others were
Concern'd in 'em, you know.

Nic. In (hort.

His days are foul, and nights are dangerous 5

And he muft die.

Alcib. Hard Fate! he might have dy'd nobly in fight.

And done you fervice: if not for his deferts

,

Confider all my anions Lords, and join 'era



With his your reverend Ages love fecurity,

And therefore (hou'd cherifh thofe that give it you.

Fh<t. You are too bold he dies. No more ——^
Alcib* Too bold, Lord ! do you know who I am ?

Cleon. What faies he >

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances.

Ifan, ConGder well the place, and who wc are?

Alcib. I cannot think but you have forgotten me.

Muft I fue for fuch common grace.

And be deny'd? my wounds ake at you

!

iV/V. Tare infolent ! we have not forgotten yet
Your riot and deftruiiive Vices 5 whoredoms,
Prophanenefs, giddy headed paffions. •

?h£. Your breaking Mercury s Statues, and mocking
The myfteriesof facred Proferfine.

Aldk infolent ! now you provoke me. I am vext to fee

Your private malice vented in a place

Where hoaeft men would only think

On publick Iniereft. Tis bafe, and in another place

You would not fpeak thus,

Nfc. How fay you!

Alcib. I thought the Images of Merct/rji h2id only been
The Favourites of the ECabble, and the rites of

Troferpifie Thefe things are mockery to men
Gf fence. What folly 'tis to worfhip Statues when
You'd kick the Rogues that made *em !

Ph^e, Howdai^ you talk thus > you have been a Rebel ?

Alcib. Could any but thebafeft of mankind
Urge that to me by whom he keeps that head

That utters this againft me? my Rebellion!

It was 'gainft the common people. And you all

Are Rebels againft them.

JSJic. Ceafe your Infolence ! we Gded not with Spartans.

Alcib, What means had I to humble th' Atheniaa

Rabble but that ?

Pha. It was well done to get your friend King Agis

His Wife with Child in his abfence.

AlciJ^ He was a Blockheadjaad I mended his breed for hio^

But
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But what is that to'th' matter now in hand ?

You have provok'd me Lords, and I muft tell
|
you,

It is by me you fit in fafety here.

Pif^e. By you, bold man?
jilciL Yes by me! fearful man!

You have incens'd me now beyond all patience,

And I muft tell you what ye owe rae,Lords.

'Twas I that kept great Tjjfaphemes from

The Spartans aid, by which Athens by this

Had been one heap of RubbiQi, I ftopt

A hundred and fifty Gallies from Phwnicia,
,

Which would have fallen upon you; Twas \ made
This Tijfafhernes^ Athens Friend, upon condition

That they would awe the common people, and take

The Government into the beft mens hands 5

Would you were fo ^ I fent Fifander then

To form this Ariftocracy, and promised

The Perfian Generals Forces to affift you 3

And when you had this pow r, you caft me off

That got it you.

Nk. My Lords ! let him be filenc'd 3

Shall he thus beard the Senate ?

Alcib. I will be heard, and then your pleafure Lords.

Did not your Army in the I(k of Samos^
Offended at your Government, chufe me General ?

And would have march*t to your deftruftion,

Which I diverted ? in that time your Foes
Would foon have won the Country of lontA^

Of th* Hellefpont and all the other ifles.

While you had been employed at home
With Civil Wars. I kept fome back by force.

And by fair words others, in wh\chThraJ{l?HlHs^

This man of StdrU, whom you thus condemn^
Having the loudeft voice of all the Athenians
Employed by me, cry'd out to all the Arrays
And thus we kept *em from you^ Lords, and now
Athens a fecond time was fav'd by me.

i?A<e* Tis a (hanje that we ftiou*d fuffer this

!
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Alcih. Tis a fliame theft things are unrewarded;
Another time I kept five hundred Sail

Gf the Pheoicians from the aid

Gf the Lacedemonians, won from 'em a Sea Battle,

Before the City of Abidur-y

Iti fpite of Pharrtabaztis mighty Power.
Think on my Vidory all Cizicum^ where T

Slew Mendorus in the Field, and took the City 5

I brought then the Bythinians to your yoke.
Won SiUbr£a on the Hellefpont

'-i

And then Byzantium : thus not only I

Diverted the Torrent of the Armies fury

From you, but turn'd it on the EnemieSj
And all the while you fafely told your money,
And let it out upon extorted Intere(V$

Muft I be after all poorly deny'd
His life who has fo often ventured it for you?

Th<e, He dies, and you deferve it, but our ftntence

Is for your iufoleoce, we banifh youy
If you be two hours more within thefe waifs,

Your head is forfeited. Do you all confent ?

Allsm. A11;A11 !

Alcih. All, all ! f am glad I know you all

!

Banirn me! Baiiidi your dotage ! your extortion !

Baoilh your foul corruptions and ftlf ends!

Gh the bafe Spirit of a Common wealth !

Gne Tyrant is much better than four hundred 5

The worft of Rings would be aftlam'd of this ;

I am only rich in my large hurts from you.^

Is this the Balfome the ill natur'd Senate

Pours into Captains wounds } ha ! baniftiment ?

A good roan would not ftay with you, I embrace
My Sentence : Tis a caufe that's worthy of me. \Ex. Alcib.

IV/V. Was ever heard (uch daring infoknce ?

Shall wc break up the Senate ?

AllStn* Af, Ay,

Tjmou



Titnon in the Woods^^dfgging.

7tm, O bleflfed breeding Sun, draw from the FenSj

The Bogs and muddy Marifhes, and from

Corrupted (tanding Lakes, rotten humidity

Enough to infefl: the Air with dire confuming Peftilence,

And let the poifonous exhalations fall

Down on th' Athenians ^ they're all flatterers,

And fo is all mankind.

For every degree of fortune's fmooth'd

And footh'd by that below it 3 the learn'd pate

Ducks to the golden Fool 5 There*s nothing level

In our conditions, but bafc Villany 5

Therefore be abhor'd each man and all Society 5

Earth yields me roots 5 thou common whore of mankind,

.

That put'ft fuch oddsamongft the rout of Nations 5

I'll make thee do thy right office. Ha, what's here?

Gold, yellow, glittering precious gold! enough
To purchafe my eftate again : Let me fee further 4

,

What a vaft raafs of Treafure's here! Theje Ij, ' 1% ' '

r^^y

I will ufe none, 'twill bring me flatterers,
j,^

< >:

I'll fend a pattern on't to the Atheniaus,

And let 'em know what a vaftMafi I've found,

Which ril keep from 'era* I think I fee a Paflenger

Not far off, Ml fend it by him to the Senate.

Ent^r Evandra.

Evan. How long fhall I feek my unhappy Lord ?

But I will find him or will lofe my life..

Oh bafe and fh^mefiil Villany of man,
Amongft fo many thou&nds h«^ has obliged.

Not one would follow him in his affliftions!

Ha ! here is a Spade ! fure this belongs to fomc one.

Who's not far off, I will eaqi^irje pfhim..

-
.

'

- .

'

. ... ..
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Enter Timon.

Tif^. Wh6*s there? what beaft art thou that com'ft
To trouble me >

Evan. Pray do not hurt me. I am come to feek

The poor iSiftrtfled r/>/^?;?, did you fee him >

Hm. If thou be*ft born of wicked humane race>

Why com'ftthou hither todifturb his mind ?

He has forfworn all Company !

Evan. Is this my Lord! oh dreadful transformation !

My deareft Lord, do you not know me ?

Tim. Thou walk'ft upon two legs, and haft a face

Ereft towards Heav'n 5 and all fuch Animals

I have abjur'd^ they are not honeft,

Thofc Creatures that ate fo, walk on all four,

Prithee be gone.

Evan. He's much diftradied fure > Have you forgotten

Your poor Evandra ?

Tim. No! I remember there was fuch a one,

Whom I us*d ill! why doft thou follow mifery >

And add to it ? prithee be gone.

Evan. Thefe cruel Words will break my heart, I come
Not to increafc thy mifery but mend it.

Ab, my dear Timon, why this Slave like habit?

A'hd why ttiis Spade?
Tim. *Tis to dig roots, and earn my dinner with*

Evan. I have converted part of my eftate

To money and to Jewels, and have brought *em

To lay 'cth aft-thy ftc't, and the remainder

Thou (bon (halt have.

Tim. I will not touch *etti 5 no, I -ib^all be flattered.

Evan. Comfort thy fclf 2<nd qtift this favage life ^

We have enough \n fpite of all the bafetiels

Of th* jifie^iitPtT^ Ict^l^ot thoFfe Slaves

Triumph o're thy afB}<Si*iofiS5 weel H^e free.

Tim. If thou diflTwad'ft me from this life, Thou hat'ft n
dPcf all the Principalities on earth.



\ would not change this Spade ! prithee be gone.

Thou tempt'ft me but in vain.

kvan. Be not fo cruel.

Nothing but death (hall ever take me from thee.

Tim. ril never change my life : what would'ft thou

Do with me ?

Evan, rd live the fame : Is there a time or place,

A temper or condition I would leave

My Timon in ?

Tim. You mud not ftay with me?
Evan. Oh too unkind !

I offer'd thee all my profperity

And thou moft niggardly denied me part

Of thy AfBiftions.

Tim. Ah foft Evandra ! is not the bleak Air

Too boiftVous a Chamberlain for thee >

Or doft thou think thefe reverend trees that have
Outliv'd the Raven, will be Pages to thee?

And skip where thou appo'nt'ft 'em ? Will the Brook
Candid with Morning Ice, be Caudle to thee ?

Evan. Thou wilt be all to me.

Tim. I am favage as a Satyr, and my temper

Is much unfound, my braiq will be diftrafted.

Evan. Thou wilt be Timon ftill, that's all I ask.

Tim. It was a comfort to me when I thought

That thou wer't profperous 5 Thou art too good
To fufFerwith me the rough boift'rous weather,

To moriifie thy felf with roots and water,

Twill kill thee. Prithee be gone.

Evan. To Death ifyou command.
Tim. I have forfworn all humane converfation.

Evan. And fo have I but thine.

Timi 'Twill then be mifery indeed to fee

Thee bear it.

Evan. On my knees I beg it.

If thou refufeft mc-, I'll kill my fclf

Jlwear by all the Gods.

Tim^ Rife ray Evandral '

i
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I now pronounce- to all the world, there is

One woman honeft^ if they ask me more
I will not grant it : Come, my dear Evandra^
ril (hew thee wealth enough I found with digging,

To purchafe all my land again, which I

Will hide from all mankind.
Evan. Put all my Gold and Jewels to't.

Tim. Well (2l\A Evandra 1 look,here is enotigh

To make black white, foul fair, wrong right.

Baft noble, old young, Cowards valiant.

Ye Gods here is enough to lug your Priefts

And Servants from your Altars. This thing can

Make the Hoar'd Leprofie ador'd, place Thieves
And give 'em title, knee and 'approbation ^

This makes the loothlefs, warp d and withered Widows
Marry again. This can embalm and fweeten

SuchastheSpittle-Houfe and ulcerous Creatures

Would cafe the gorge at: this can defile

The pureft Bed, and make divorce 'twixt Son
And Father, Friends and Kindred, all Society 5

Can bring up new Religions^ and kill Kings.

Evan. Let the Earth that breeds it, hide it, there 'twill

Sleep, and do no. hired mifchief.

Tim. Now Earth for a root.

Evan. 'Tis her unfathom'd Womb teems and feeds all,

And of fuch vile corrupting mettle, as

Man, her proud arrogant Child is made of, does

Engender black Toads, and Adders blue, the guilded Newt
And eye-Ie(s venom'd worm, with all »

The loathfome Births the quickoing Sun does (hineon.

Tim. Yield him, who all thy humane Sons docs hate,

From out thy plenteous bofom feme poor roots 5

Sear up thy fertile Womt to all things elfe^

Dry up thy marrow, thy Veins, thy Tilth and pafture,

Whereof ungrateful man with liquorifti draughts

Add unftuous morfels greafes his pure mind.

That from it all confideration flips.

But hold a while 1 am faint and weary^

My
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My tender hands not us'd to toiJ^ are gaul'd.

Evan. Repofe your fclfmy deareft love thqs—-yburhea^
Upon my lap, and when thou haft rcfrefht

^

Thy felf, I'll gather Fruits and Berries for thee.

Enter Apemantus.
'

Tim. More Plague! more man! retire into my Cave.

[EAT.Evan,
Apem I was drrefted hither, men repprt

That thou affeft'ft my manners, and doft u(e 'em.

TifH. *Tis then becaufe I would not keep a Dog
Should-imitate thee.

Apem. This is in thee a nature but infcfted,

A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung

From change of fortune. Why this Spade ? this place ?

This flave like Habit, and thefe looks of care >

Thy fordid flatterers yet wear filk, lye foft,

Hug their difcas'd perfumes, and have forgotten

That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe woods,
By putting on the cunning of a Carper.

Be thou a flattVer now and feek to thrive

By that which has undone thee. Hinge thy knee.

And let each Great mans breath blow off thy Cap.
Prai(e his moft monftrous deformities.

And call his fouleft Vices excellent.

Thou wert us'd thus.

Tim. Doft thou love to hear thy felf prate >

Apem. No 5 but t|gi^(hould*ft hear me fpeak.

Tim. I hate thy fp^Hi and fpit at thee.

Ap^m, Do not affume my likenefs todifgrace it*

Tim. Were I like thee, Td ufe the Copy
As the Original fhou'd be us'd.

Apem. How ftiould it be us'd >

Tim. ft (hould be hang d.

Apem. Before thou wert a Mad-man, now a Fool 5

Art thou proud ftill ?'call any oi thofc Creatures

Whofe naked natures live in all the (pight

Of angiy Heav'n, whofe bare un-houfed trunks

K To
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1^0 the confliding Eiements expos'd,

Aofwcr meet Nature, bid *em flatter thee^

And thou (halt find

Tim. An Afs of thee

j^pem. I love thee better now than e*re I did —
Tim. I hate thee worfe

j^pem. Why fo ?

Tim. Thouflattereft mifery,

jipem. I flatter ncrt, but fay thou art a Wretch
Tim. Why doft thou feek me out ?

Apem. Perhaps to vex thee.

Tim. Always a VtUaios office or a Foolsi

jipem^. If thou doft put on this (bur life and habit

To caftigate thy Pride, 'twere well, but thou
Doft it inforc'dly, wert thou not a Beggar,

Tiiou'd'ft be a Courtier again.

Tim. Slave thou ly*ft, 'tis next thee the laft thing:

Which I would be on earth*

Apem. How much does willing poverty excel.

Uncertain pomp ! for this is filling ftill,

Never compleat, that always at high wifh^
But thou haft a contentlefi wretched being.

Thou (bou'd'ft defire to die being miferable.

Tim, Not by his advice that is more miferable.

Apem. I am contented with my poverty.

Tim. Thou ly'ft. Thou would'ft not fnarlfo ifthou wert.

Rut 'tis a burthen that is light to thefc, ^

Thou art a thing whom Fortunes te'ndei: arms

With favour never clafpt, . but bred a Dog 5

Hadft thou like roe from thy firft fwath proceeded

To all the fweet, degree?, that this brief world

Afforded me 5 thou wou'd'ft have plung'd thy fe!f

la general riot, melted down thy youth

Id different Beds of luft, and never learn't

The Icy precepts of Morality,

But had'ft purfu'd,the alluring game before thee.

Ap^ni. Thouly*ft .— I would h^vc liv'd juftas ldo.

For thou haft been alwaies us'd to it.

Tim^



Tim. Poor Slave ! thou doft not know thy (elf! thou w^U
Can ft bear what thou haft been bred to 5

But for me, who had the world as my Confe6Honary,

The Tongues, the Eyes, the Ears, the hearts of all men.
At duty more than I cou*d frame Imptoyments for,

Tbat numberlefs upon me ftuck as leaves

Upon the Oak, they'ave with one Winters brufh

Fain from their boughs and left me open, bare

To every ftorm that blows ; for me to bear this

Who never koew but better, is a great burthen j

Thy nature did commence in fufFVance. Time
Hath made thee hard in't. Why (hould'ft thou hate men?
They never flatter'd thee : If thou wilt Curfe,

Curfe then thy Father who in fpite put ftuff

To fome She-Beggar, and compounded thee,

A poor Hereditary Rogue.
Apem. Poor A(s

!

The middle of humanity thou ne're

Didft kDow,but the extremity of both ends ^

When thou wert in thy gilt and thy perfumes.

Men mockt thee for thy too much curioGty 3

Thou in thy rags know'ft none.

Tim, Be gone thou tedious prating Fool.

That the whole life of Athens were in this

One root, thus would I eat it.

Apem. rU mend thy Feaft.

Tiw. Mend my condition, take thy felf away.

Apem. What would'ft thou have to Athem i
Tim. Thee thither in a Whirlwind.

Apem. When I have nothing elfe to do, HI fee thee agaia.

Tim. If there were nothing living but thy felf,

Thou ftiould'ft not even then be welcome to me 5

I had rather be a Beggars Dog than Apemantus.

Apem. Thou art a miferable Fool.

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to fpitupon.

Apem. Thou art too bad to Curfe : no miftry

That I could wi(h thee but thou haft already,

Tim. Be gone thgu Iflue of a Mangy Dog.
K 2 I
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I fwoua to fee thee.

jipem. Would thou would'ftburft.

Tiw. Away, thou tedious Hogue, or T will cleave thy fculL

Jipem. Farewel Beaft,

Tim. Be gone Toad.
Apem. The Athenians report thou haft found a Mafs"

OfTreafure, they'll find thee out; The plague

Of Company light on thee,

Tim. Slave! Dog! Viper Tout of my fight. Apem*
Choler will kill roe if 1 fee mankind !

Gome forth Evandra / Tnou art kind and good.

Enter Evandra.

Canft thou eat roots and drink at that frefh fpring ?

Gur feafting*s come to this.

Evan, Whatere Leat

Or drink with thee is feaft enough to me 5

Would'ft thou compofe thy thoughts and be content,

I fliou'd be happy.

Tim, Let's quench our thirft at yonder murmuring Brook,

And then repofe a while. [^E^^ennt.

£;;/er Poet,. Painter Mufician.

Poet. As I took note o' the place it cannot be far off^

Where he abides.

Mfif. Does the rumour hold for certain, that he's fo full

of Gold?
Poet. Tis true ! H* has found an infinite ftore of Gold^

He has (ent a Pattern of it to the Senate 5

You will fee him a Palm again in Athens^

And flourifh with the higheft of em all.

Therefore 'tis fit in this fuppos'd diftrefe,
'

We tender all our fervices to.him
Paint, \{ the report be true we fhall fucceed,

Jldnf. If we (hou*d not—— ^

Re enter Timon and Evandra.

Foet. Wee'll venture our joint labours. Yon is he^

I:know by the defcription*.



Muf. Let s hide our felv€s aod fee how jie will take it.

: .
• Synt^honyi

Evan, Here's Mufick to the Woodsj whence comes jt ?

From flattering Rogues who have heard that I

Have Gold -3 but that their difappointment would be greater,

In taking pains for nought ^ Td fend em back

Poet. Hail worthy Timon

Mnf Our moft noble Mafter—
P^/>/. My.moft excellent Lord,

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee three honeft men?
Voet, Having fo often tafted of your bounty,

And hearing you were retired, your friends fain off^

For whofe ungrateful natures w^ aj:^ griev'd,

We come to do you fervice. '

Mnf, We are not of fobafe a mold 5 we fliould

Defert our noble Patron

!

Tim. Moft honeft men ! oh, how (hall I requite jou ?

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? '-u.

Poet, Whate're we can,vve will to do you (ervice.

Tim. Good men! comeyouare honeft, you have heard

^

That I have gold enough ! fpeak truth, y are honefti

Poet. So it is faid ; but therefore came not we.

Mnf Not we my Lord.
Paint, We thought not of it.

Tim, You are good men, but have one monftrous fault.

Poet. I befeech your honour, what is it ?

Tim. Each of you trufts a damn'd notorious Knave*
Paint, Who is that,my Lord ?

Tim, Why one another, and each trufts himfelf.

Ye bafe Knaves, Tripartite ! begone ! make hafte

!

0r Twill ufe you fo like Knaves. [He jlofut 'em.

Poet. Fly, fly, \^All rm om*
Tim. How fick am I of this falfe World ? Til now

Prepare my Grave, to lie.where the light foam
Gf the outragious Sea may wafti my Corps.

.

: ^ ;

Evan. My.\ d.eareft Timon^ do not talk of Deatli 5

My Life and thine together muft determine. .

Tim* Tjiere is 00 reft without it 5 prithee leave

My;
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My wretched Fortune, aad live long and happy,
Without thy Timon. There is wealth enough.

Evan. I have no wealth but thee, let us lie down to reft 3
I am very faint and heavy [They He down.

Enter Melifla and Chloe.

Mel. Let the Chariot ftay there.

It is moft certain he has found a Mafs of money,
And he has fent word to the Senate he s richer than ever.

Chlo. Sure were he rich, he w«puld appear again.

MeL If he be, I doubt not but with my love Til charm
Him back to Athens^ *twas my deferring him has

Made him thus Melancholy.

chlo. If he be not, you'l promifc love in vain.

Mel. If he be not, my promifc ftiall be vain $

For I'll be fure to break it ; Thus you faw

When Alcihiad^s was banilb'd laft,

I would not fee him 3 I am always true

To intereft and to my felE There Lord Timon lies

!

Tim. What wretch art thou come to difturb me >

MeL I am one that loves thee fo, I cannot lofe thee.

I am gotten from my Father and my Friends,
' To call thee back to Athens^ and her arms

Who cannot live without thee.

Evan, It IS Melijfa! prithee liften not

To her dcftruftive Syrens voice.

Tim. Fear not.

MeL Doft thou not know thy dear Meliffa?

To whom thou mad'ft fuch vows

!

Tim. O yes, I know that piece of vanity.

That frail, proud, inconftant foolifti thing.

I do remember once upon a time.

She fwore eternal love to me, foon after

She would not fee me, fbun*d me, flighted me.

Mel. Ah now I lee thou never lov'dft me Timon^

That was a tryaLwhich I made of thee,

To find ifthou didftloveme, if thou hadft
Thou
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Thou wouldft have born it : I lov'd thee thetrclHih more
Than all the World but thou art falfc I fee.

And any little change can drive thee from me.

And thou wilt leave me miferable.

Evan. Mind not that Crocodiles tears.

She would betray thee.

MeL Is there no truth among Mankind ? had I

So much ingratitude, I had left

Thy fallen fortune, and neVe fcen thee more ;

Ah Timon t could'ft thou have been kind, I could

Rather have beg'd with thee, than have enjoy *d

With any other all the Pomp of Greeee

But thou art loft and haft forgotten all thy Oaths.

Evan. Why (hou'd you ftrive to invade anothers right ?

He*s mine, for ever mine : Theft arms

Shall keep him from thee.

Mel. Thine ! poor mean Fo<>l ! has marriage made hxfSk £b >

No, Thou art his Concubine, diflboneft ibingj

I would enjoy him honeftly.

Tim. Peace, fcreech Owl : There is much more honefty .

In this one woman than in all thy Sex

Blended together ^ our hearts are one 5

And ftie is mine for ever : wert thou the Queen
Of all the Univerfe, I would not change her for thee» .

Evan. Oh my dear Lord ! this is a better Cordial
Than all the World can give.

Urn, Falfe! proud! affeflied T vain fantaftick things .

Be gone, I would not fee thee, unlefs I were
A Bafilisk : thou boaft*ft that thou art honeft of thy Body, .

As if the Body made one honeft: Thou haft a vile

Corrupted filthy mind—

~

Aiel. I am no Whore as ftie is.

Tim. Thou ly'ft, (he's none: But thou art one in thy Soul 2

Be gone, or thou It provoke me to do a thing unmanly,
And beat thee hence.

Mel Farewel Beaft.— \Ex. Mel. and Chlo.

Evan. Let me ki(s thy hand my deareft Lord,

Ifit were poifible more dear than ever.

Tim^



[Exeuat.

Tim. "^TO W after all the follies of this Jife,

Ttmon has made his everlafting Manfion,

Upon the beached Verge of the Salt Flood ^

Where every day the fwelling Surge (hall wa(h him^
There he (hall reft from all the Villainies,

Betraying fmiles, or th'oppreffing frowns

Of proud and impotent Man.
Euan. Speak not of death, I cannot lofe thee yet,

Throw off this dire confuming Melancholy.

Oh could'ft thou love as I do, thou'd'ft not have

Another wifh but me. There is no ftate on Earth

Which I can envy while Tve thee within

Thefe Arms take cotnfort to thee^ think not yet

Of Death—— leave not Evandra yet.

T/m. Thinkft thou in Death we (hall not think^

And know, and love, better than we can here }

Oh yes, Evandra ! There our Happinefs

Will be without a wifh—— I feel my long ficknefs

Of health and living now begin to mend,
And nothing will bring me all things : thou Evandra,

Art the thing alone on Earth would make me wilh

To play my part upon the troublefome Stage,

Where folly, madnefs, falihood, and cruelty.

Are the only aftions reprefented.

Evan. That 1 have lov'd my timon faithfiilly

Without one erring thought, the Gods can witnefs 3

And as my life was true my death (hall be,.

If I one minute after thee furvive.

The fcora and infamy of all my Sex Jilt
Light
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Light on me, and may I live to be

Jldelifas Slave.

Tim. Oh my adored E'uandra !

Thy kindnefe covers me with (hame and grief,

I have deferv'd fo little from thee 5

Wer't not for thee Td wifti the World on Fire.

Enter Nicias, Ph^eax, Ifidore, Ifandcr, Cleon, ThraGUus,
and ^lius.

More Plagues yet

!

Nici. How does the Worthy TiM$n
It grieves our hearts to fee thy low condition,

And we are come to mend it,

Phaax. We and the Athenians cannot live without thee,

Caft from thee this fad grief, moft noble Timon^

The Senators of Athens greet thee with

Their love, and do with one confenting voice

Intreat thee back to Athens.

Tim. I thank 'em and would fend 'em back the Plague,

Could I but catch it for 'era.

uEHhs. The Gods forbid, they love thee moft fincerely,

Tim, I will return 'em the fame love they bear me.

Nic. Forget, moft noble Timon : they are forry

They ftiou'ddeny thee thyrequeft5 they do
Confefi their fault 5 the publick body
Which feldom does recant, confeffes it.

Cleon. And has fent us

Tim. A very fcurvy fample of that Body.

Ph£ax. Oh my good Lord ! we have ever lov'd you beft

Of all mankind.

Thraf. And equal with our felves.

Ijid. Our hearts and fouls were ever fixt upon thee.

ifan. We would ftake our lives for you.

Pii£» We are all griev'd to think you (hould

So mifinterpret our beft loves.

Clean. Which (hall continue ever firm to you.

Tim. Good men, you much furprife me, even to tears

,

L Lend
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Litnd tnt a Fools heart and Womcns eyes,

And ril beweep thefe Comforts, worthy Lords.

NJc. We beg your honour will interpret fairly.

Ph^e* The Senate has refcrv'd fome fpecial dignities

Now vacant, to confer on you. They pray
You will return, and be their Captain,
Allowed with abfolute Command.

iV/V. Wild Alctbiadcs approaches
W ith all his force , and like a Savage Bear

Roots up his Countries peace 3 we humbly beg
:

Thy juft affiftance.

F^<e* We all know thouVt worthy,
And haftoblig'd thy Country heretofore

Beyond return.

^Ufii. Therefore, good noble Lord,

Tifge. I tell you Lords,

If Alcikiades kill my Country-men,
Let Alcibiades know this o(Timon^
That Timon cws not : But if he fack fair Athensy^

And take our goodly aged men by th' Beards,

Giving up pureft Vii:gms to the ftain

Of beaftly mad-brain'd War 3 Then let him know^
Id pity of the aged and the young,
I cannot chufe but tell him that I care not,

And let him take*t at worft^ for their Swords care nos

While you have throats to anfwer : for my felf

There's not a Knife in all the unruly Camp,
But I do love and value more than the

Moft reverent Throat in Athens^ tell 'emTo

!

Alcibiades your Plague, ungrateful Villains*

Phdi. Oh my good Lord, you think too hardly of
jSHhs. Hang him ! there's no hopes of him.

Nic, H^e'll ne'T return 3 be truly is Mifanthropo^o

Th<^., You have gold my Lord, will you not ferv^

Your Country with fome of it ?

Ti^* Oh my dear Country ! I do recant^

Commend me kindly to the Senate, tell 'em

li\ they will come aliia one Body to me^
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And follow my advice, they fhall be welcome.

N/V. I am fure they will, my noble Lord.

T:im. T will inftruft 'em hbw to eafe their griefs 5

Their fears of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches, Lofles^

Their covetous pangs, with other incident throes

That Natures fragil Veffels muft fuftain

In lifes uncertain Voyage.

Vhs. How my good Lord ! this kind care is noble.

l^im. W hy even thus

I will point out the moft convenient Trees

In all this Wood, to hang themfelves upon.

And fo farewel, ye Covetous fawning Slaves be gone !

Let me not fee the face of man more, I

Had rather lee a Tiger fading

N/V, He's loft to all our purpofts.

?h^. Let's fend a party out of Athens to him.

To force him to confefi his Treafiire

,

And put him to the torture, if he will not.

JEUhs, What Drums are thoft ?

Vh^. They muft belong to Alcibiades !

To Horfe and fly^ or we (hall chance be taken. [Exeunt^

Tim, Go fly, Evandra^ to my Cave, or thou

Maift fuffer by the rage of luftful Villains.

E»/er Alcibiades. vpith Phryae and Thais^

two ivhores.

Akin Command a halt, and fend a Meffenger
To fummon -^Me;;/ from me

!

What art thou there? fpeak.

Tim. A two leg'd Beaft, as thou art, Cankers gnaw th^
Tor (hewing me the face of man again.

Alci. Is man fo hateful to thee ! what art thou ?

Tim. I zmMifanthropos ! I hate Mankind :

And for thy part, I wi(h thou wer't a Dog,
That I might love thee fomething.

But now I rhiak on't, thou art going

Nic, It will do well, let's away. {pmms<>
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Againft yon Cur(ed Town : go on ! it is

A worthy caufe.

Alci. Oh Timon ! now I know thee, I am fbrry

For thy misfortunes ^ and hope a little time

Will gi\(^e me occafion to redrefs 'em»

Tim. I will not alter my condition

For all you e're (hall Conquer 5 no, goon,
Paint with man*s blood the Earth : die it well.

Religious Canons, civil laws are cruel,

What then muft War be >

Mcib, How came the noble Timon by this change ?

Timi As the Moon does by wanting light to give,

And then renew I could not like the Moon,
There were no Suns to borrow of.

Alcib. What friendfliip (hall I do thee?

Tim. Why, promifc me friendfliip and perform none ;

If thou wilt not promife, thou art no man

:

If thou dofl: perform, thou art none neither.

Alcib. I am griev'd to fee thy mifery.

Tim. Thou faw'ft it when I was rich*

,Altib. Then was a happy time.

Tim. As thine is now, abus'd by a brace of Harlots.

What doft thou fight with women by thy fide ?

Alcib. No, but after all the toils and hazards of the day
With men, I refrefli my felf at night with Women.

Tim. The(e falfe Whores of thine have more deftruftion .

In em than thy Sword.
Phry. Thou art a Villain to fayfo

Thais. Is this he, that was the Athenian Minion ?

A fiiarling Rafcal.

Tim. Be Whores ftill, they love you not that u(e you ^

Employ all your fait hours to ruine youth,

, Soften their manners into a Lethargy
Of fenfe and aftion.

Phry. Hang theeMonfter 5 we are not Whores, we
Are Miftreffes to Alcibiades.

Tim. The right name is Whore, do not milcal ir^

le have been fo to many>
Tiaif.



Thais. Out on you Dog,
Alcib, Pray pardon him 5

His wits are loft in his calamities 3

I have but little gold, but here's fome for th&e.

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

Alcib. Wilt thou go *gainft Athens with me ?

Tim. If ye were Beafts, Vd go with ye :

But ril not herd with men y yet I love thee

Better than all men, becaufe thou wert born

To ruine thy bafe Country.

Alcib. Tve fent to fummon Athens*^ if (he obeys not^

ril lay her on a heap.

Tim. It were a glorious aft 5 go on, go on !

Here's gold for thee 5 ftay, Til fetch thee more.

Alcib. What myfterie is this! where fliou'd he have this?.

Tim. Here's more Gold and Jewels ! go on^

Be a devouring Plague 5 let not

Thy Sword skip one, fpare thou no Sex or Age

:

Pity not honour'd Age for his white Beard,

He's an Ufurer: ftrike the counterfeit Matron,

It is her habit only that is honeft,

Her felf's a Bawd : Let not the Virgins Cheek
Makefoft thy Sword, nor Milk-Paps giving fuck:

Spare not the Babe, whofe dimpled fmiles,

From Fools exhauft their mercy 5 think 'twill be

A-Rogue or Whore e*re long if thou (houldft fpare it.

Put Armour on thy eyes and ears, whole proof,

Nor yells of Mothers, Maids, nor crying Babes,

Nor fight of Priefts in Holy Veftments bleeding,

Shall pierce one jot.

Phryn, Haft thou more gold, good Timon ? give us forae.

Thais. What pity 'tis he (hctjld be thus Melancholy !

He is a fine perfon now.

Tim. Oh flattering Whores ! but that I am fure you will

Do ftore of mifchief, I'd not give y^u any ;

Here! be fure you be Whores ftill,

And who with pious breath (eeks to convert ye,

Be ftrongtn Whore, allure and burn him up.
Thatch
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Thatch yotjr thin Sculls with burthens from the dead^

Some that were hang'd, no matter,

Wear them ! betray with them, Whoreftill^

Paint till a Horfe may mire upon your faces

A Pox on Wrinkles, I fay.

Thais, Well, more Gold, fay what thou wilt.

Tim, Sow your Confumptions in the~i>ones of men ^

Dry up their Marrows, pain their fhins

And (houlders : Crack the Lawyers voice, that he

May never bawl, and plead falfe title more.'

-Entice the.luftful and dilTembling Priefts,

That fcold againft the quality of fle(h,

And not believe themielves 3 I am not well.

Hcre'smore, ye proud, lafcivious, rampant Whores.
rDo you damn others, and let this damn you 5

And Ditches be all your Death-Beds and your Graves.

fhry. More counfeK and more money, bounteous Timm*
Tim. More Whore ! more mifchief firli,

Tve given you earnert, .

Alcib. We but difturb him ! farewel,

if I thrive well, V\\ vifit thee again.

Tim. If I thrive well, I ne*re Qiall fee thee more :

I feel Death*s happy ftroak upon me now,
He has laid his^ty hands upon me at* length 5

tHe will not let me go again, FareweU'

Confound Athens^ and then thy felf. Timon,
jAlcih, Now march, found Trumpets and beat Drums,

And let theterrour of the noife invade

The ungrateful, Cowardly, ufurious Senate. {Exeunt,

^£/?ifer Nicias, iElius, Cleon, Thrafillus, Ifidore, Ifander,

u^on the worhj of hx\itx\%»

Nic. What (hall we do to appeafe his tagc ?

?He has an Army able to cfevour us.

Phte. We muft e'en humbly bow our necks, that he

May tread on *em.

i^lius. He is a man ofeafie nature, foon won by foothings.
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Kic. I tremble left he (hould revenge our fentencc;

Ifid. If we ftiou'd refift, he'll level Athens.

Ifan. And then woe to our felves^

Our Wives and'Daughters.

Nic. What will become of you and me Fhaax i
We have been Enemies to him long. I tremble for it.

Pha. Let us appear moft forward in deljivering up the

Town to him.

Nic. If we refift, heel ufe a Conquerours Power,
And nothing then will fcape the fury of
The Headftrong Souidiers, we muft all fubmit.

See, he approaches. Thefe Drums and Trumpets
Strike terrour in me ! Heav oyhelp all. [Eptter Heraldi

Enter Alcibiades and his Army.

Alcth. What anfwer make they to my fummons ?

Herald. They are on the works to treat with you.

Alcib, There's a white Flag ! let us approach *em.

Hoa ! you on the works ! give me and my Army entranceg

Or ril let loofe the fury ofmy Souldiers,

And make you all a prey to fpoil and rapine^

And fuch a flame V\\ light about your ears,

Shall make Greece tremble.

N/V. My noble Lord ! we mean nothing lefs.

Vh(e, Only we beg your honour will forgive us.

Mc. W have been ungrateful, and are much afliam'd on't 5

Your Lordlhip fhali tread upon our necks ifyou think good^
We cannot but condemn our felvcs

,

But we appeal to your known mercy and
Tour Generofity.

The. March noble Lord into our City

With all the Banners fpread 3 we are thy Slaves,

jEUhs. Your footftools.

Ijtd. What ever you will make us.
*

Thraf Enter our City, noble Alcibiades : but leave

Ybur rage behind you.

ifm. Set but your Foot againft our Gate^, and they



Shall open fo you will enter like a friend.

j4lcil. Open the Gates without Capitulations,

For if I fet my battering Rams to work,
You muft expedt no mercy.

JV/V. We will my good Lord
[Theji all come down^ Nic, pnfef^t Akibiades

the Keys ufon his Knees*

Our lives and Fortunes now are in thy hands, .

But we fly to thy mercy for protedtibn.

Alcib, You merit as much mercy as you (how*d

To Thraftbulusy fuch monftrous ingratitude

Will make your villainous names growiodious

To all the race of men, but to your felves

To whom vertue is fo.

Fh£. Twas the whole Senates voice,

Alcib. A Senate, a Den of Thieves ! I little thought

When I wrefted the Pow'r from the Rabble,

To give it you, you would be worfe than they 5

But moft of you deferve the Oftracifm :

5ome of you are fuch Rogues you'd (hame the Gibbet.

Nic, Good my Lord ! tread on our necksjbut pardon us.

Ph£. Wee'l be your Slaves if youl forgive us.

Alcib. Can you forgive ThraJibtilHs when he*s dead?

Muft we be us'd thus after our frequent hazards, and our

Toils, hard weary marching ! watching I fafting

!

Such dreadful hardfhips, lying out fuch nights

A Beaft could not abide without a Covert,

And all for Purfy-lazy-knaves, that fnort

In peace at home, and wallow in their bags ?

Muft we the Bullwarks of our Country be

Thus us^d ?

Pha. Ceafe to reproach us, my good Lord.

jEUhs, We are full of (hame and guilt.

Cleon, Pardon us, good Alcibiades.

Thraf. heartily repent.

Ijid. Wee'l kifs thy feet, good Lord.

Ifqf7. Do with us what thou wilt.

Alcib. You iix of the foremoft here muft meet sae

In
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In the Ayt/^, where Til order the 'srelUm

To Aflemble all the people

And on your Knees prcfent your felvcs

With Halters 'bout your necks

!

Pi>£. Oh my good Lord!

jilcib. Difpute it not, for by the Gods ifyou
Fail in this point, Til hang ye all.

Rifle your Houfes, and extirpate all

Your race— March on.

Give order that not a man (hall break his ranks.

Or fliall offend the regular courfe of Juftice,

On penalty of Death March on [Ex. Omneu

Enter Timon ^nd Evandra coming out of the Cavei

Evan. Oh my dear Lord ! why do you ftoop and bend
Like Flowers ore-charg d with dew, who's yielding (talks

Cannot fupport 'em ? I have a Cordial which
Will much revive thy Spirits.

Tim. No, fweet Evandra^
I have taken the beft Cordial, Death, which now
Kindly begins to work about my Vitals 3

I feel him, he comforts me at heart.

Evan. Oh my dear Timon ! muft we then part >

That I (hould live to fee this fatal day

!

Had death but feiz'd me firfl", I had been happy.

Tim. My poor Evandra ! lead me to my Grave !

Left Death o retake me he purfues me hard :

He's dole upon me. Tis the laft office thou

Can'ft do for Timon.

Evan. Hard, ftubborn Heart,

Wilt thou not break yet > Death, why art thou coy

To me that court thee >

Tim. Lay me gently down
In my laft tenement. Death's thetrueft Friend,

That will not flatter, but deals plainly with us.

So, now my weary Pilgrimage on Earth

Is almoft finifht ! Now my beft Evandra
M I
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I charge thee, by our loves, our mutual love^,

Live 1 and live happy after me : and if

A thought of Timon comes into thy mind,
And brings a tear from thee, let fome diverfion

Banifhit quickly, ftrive to forget me.

Evan. Oh ! Timonl Thinkft thou! I am fuch a Coward,
I will not keep my word ? Death (hall not part us.

Tim. If thou'lt not promift me to live, I cannot
Refign my life in peace, I will be with thee

After my Deaths my foul (liall follow thee.

And hover (till about thee, and guard thee from
AH harm.

Evan. Life is the greateftharm when thou art dead.

Tim, Can'ft thou forgive thy Timon who involv'd

Thee in his fad Calamities?

Evan. It is a blefTing to fhare any thing

With thee? oh thoulook'ft pale I thy counteaance changes!

Oh whither art thou going?
Tim, To my laft home. I charge thee live, Evandra !

Thou lov'ft me not, if thou wilt not obey me ^

Thou only ! dearcft ? kind ! conftant thing on earth,

Far^wel. [pies^

Evan, He's gone ! he's gone ! would all the world were fo,

I muft make hafte, or I (hall not o're-take

Him in his flight. Timon^ \ come, ftay for me,

Farewel bafe World. \subs her felf. Dieii

EnUr Alcibiades, Phrinias, and Thais, his Officers and SouU
diers^ and his Train, the Senators, The People

by degrees affembling.

Enter Meliffa.

Mel- My AUibiade^, welcome ! doubly welcome !

The Toys of Love and Conqueft ever blefs ibee.

Wbndtr and terrour of Mankind, and Joy
Of Woman-kind : now thy MeliJ[ash^^py :

She has liv'd to fee the utmofi day (he wiiht for,

.
^ > Her
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Her Alcibiades return with Conqueft

0 re this ungrateful City 5 and but that

1 every day heard thou wert marching hither,

I had been with thee long e're this.

Alcib, What gay, vain, prating thing is this?

Mel. How my Lord ! do you queftion w*ho Melijfa. is ?

And give her fuch foul Titles ?

Alcib. I know Mdiffa^ and therefore give her fuch

Titles : for when the Senate banifht me ^

^he would not fee me, tho* upon her knees

Before flie had fworn eternal love to me 5

I fee thy faares too plain to be caught now.
MeU I ne*r rcfus'd to fee you, Heav'n can witneft !

Who ever told you fb, betray*d mc bafcly :

Not fee you! fure there's not a fight on earth

rd chufe before you : You make me aftonifh'd 1

Alcib. All this you fwore to Timon 5 and next day

Defpis'd him 1 have been informed

Of all your falfchood, and I hate thee for't,

I have Whores, good honeft faithful Whores!
Good Antidotes againft thy poifon Love 5

Thy bafe falfe love 5 and tell me, is not one
Kind, faithful, loving Whore, better than

A thoufand bafe, ill-natur*d honeft Women >

Mel. I never thought I (hould have liv'd to hear

This from my Alcibiades.

Alcib, Do not weep,

Since I once lik*d thee, V\\ do fomething for thee

:

I have a Corporal that has ferv'd me well,

I will prefer you to him.

Mel. How have I meritexi this (corn Farewel,

ril never fee you more, \jExit.

Alcib. I hope you will not.

Enter Souldiers withdrawn Swords^ halingin Apemantus-

How now ! what means this violence >

I Sould. My Lord ! this fnarling Villainous Philofopher,

M 2 With
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With open mouth raird at the Army 5

He faid the General was a Villain : (hall we
Cut his throat >

Mcilf. No! touch him not! unhand him !

Why ApemaniHs didft thou call me Villain >^

Apem> I always (peak my thoughts: not all

The Swords o*th* Army bent againft my throat

Can fright me from the truth

Alcib. Why, doft thou think I am one>
Apem, 'Tis true, this bafe Town defcrves thy fcourge,

And all the Terror and the punifhment,

Thou can'ft inflift upon it ; the deed is good,
But yet thou doft it ill 5 private revenge,

Bafe paffion, headftrong luft, incite thee to it;

Had they not bani(h'd thee,thou wou'dff have fuffer'd

Wrong ftill to profper, and th* infulting Tyrants

To thrive, fwell and grow fat with their oppreffion,

And wouldft have join'd in them.

AlciL Thou rairft too much for a Philofbphef.

Apef^t. Nay frown not, Lord, I fear thee nor, nor love thee.

All thy good parts thou drown'ft in vice and riot.

In paffion, and vain-glory : how proud art thou
Of all thy Conquefts—-when a poor rabble

Of idle Rogues who el(e had been in Jails,

Performed 'em for thee ^ How falfe is Souldiers honour
With Drums and Trumpets, and in the face of day
With daring impudence Men go to murther

Mankind — but in the greateft anions of their Lives

The getting men, they fneak and hide tbemfelves i'th' dark^}

1 (corn your folly and your madne(s.

Alcib. Thou art a fnarling Cur..

i ^^hU, Shall I run him through ?

AUib. Hold.

Apem. I fear thee not. .

Alcihi My ever^honoured Svcratu favoured thee,

And for his fake I fpare thee.

Api;m. How much did Socrates lofe his pains in thee [

Hadft thou obferv*d his.priacipieF^.thou'd'lt been honcft.

Enfe^
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Inter Nicias, Thrafillus, Phaeax, Ifidore, Ifander, ^lius, ^nd
CleoD, with Halters about their neckj*

Niciaf. We come my ooble Lord at thy Command,
And thus we humbly kneel before thy mercy,

Fh£* Spare oar lives,and wee'l employ *eco in

Thy (ervice, worthy Alcihiades.

Alcib. Do you acknowledge you are ungrateful Knaves >r

All We do.

Alcih* And that you have ufed me bafcly.

ML We have, but wc are very fbrry,

Alcih. I fhoulddo well to hang you for the Death
Of my brave Officer , but tboufand fuch bafe lives

As yours would not weigh with his ! go, ye have
Your liberty. And now the people are affembled,

twill declare my intentions towards them.

[He afcends the Fnlpit*

My Fellow Citizens! I will not now upbraid

You for the unjuft fentence part upon me,

.

In the return of which I have fubdu'd

Your Elnemies and all revolted places,

Made you Viftorious both at Land and Sea,

And have with continual toil and numberlefs dangers

Stretcht out the bounds of your -Dominions far

Above your hopes or expedations,

I will not recount the many enterprifes.

No Grecian can be ignorant of 'Tis enough
You know how I have ferv'd you. Now it remains

I farther (hou*d declare my felf 5 I come
Firft to free you good Citizens of Athens
From the moft infupportable yoaks
Of your four hundred Tyrants ^ and then next

To claim my ownEftate which has unjuftly

By them been kept from mc that rais'd therai

I do confefi, I in revenge of your decree

Againftme, ftt up them, but never thought

^

Tiiey would have been fuch Curfed Tyrants to you.
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Till now, they have gone on and fiird the time

With moft licentious afts ^ making their wills,

Their bafe corrupted wills, the fcope of Juftice,

While you in vain groan'd under all your fuff'rings.

Thus when a few fhall Lord it o're the reft,

They govern for themfelves and not the People.

They rob and pill from them, from thence t* incrcafc

Their private ftores 5 but when the Government
Is in the Body of the People, they

Will do themfelves no harm 3 therefore henceforth

I do pronounce the Government (hall devolve upon the

People, and may Heav*n profper em.

PeopleJhoHt and cry ^ Alcibiades ! Alcibiades ! Long live

Alcibiades^ Liberty, Liberty, &c. [Alcib Defcends.

Enter Mejjenger.

Mef, My noble Lord ! 1 went as you commanded,
And found Lord Timon dead, and his Evandra
Stab'd, and juft by him lying in his Tomb,
On which was this Infcription.

Alcib. Ml read it.

Here lies a wretched Corfe^ of wretched Soul bereft^

Timon name^ a Plague confume you Caitiffs left*

Poor Tinion ! I once knew thee the moft flourifhing man
Of all th' Athenians^ and thou ftill hadft been fo.

Had not thefe fmiling, flattering Knaves devoured thee,

And murder'd thee with bafe ingratitude.

His death puU'd on the poor Evandrd% too 5

That Miracle of Conftancy in Love.
Now all repair to their refpeftive homes.

Their feveral Trades, their bus'nels and diverfions 5

And whilft I guard you from your adtive Foes,

And fight your Battels, be you fec«re at home.

May Athens flourijl) with a lajling Peace ^

And may its wealth and power ever increafe.

All the People [hont and cry^ Alcibiades ! Alcibiades !

liberty, Liberty, &c.
EPI-



Epilogue.

IF
there were hopes that ancient folid Wit
Might plcaje mthin our new fantafiick. Pit ^

This Play might then ftipport the Critickj fi^ock^^

this Scicn grafted upon Shakefpears ftock^'-y

For join d with his our Potts part might thrive^

Kept by the vertHe of his fap alive.

Though now no more fuhfiantiat Englifh flayes^

Than good old Hofpitality you praife 5

The time J1)all come when true old fence fljaU rife

In Judgment over allyour vanities,

slight kjchjhaw IVit oth"^ Stage^ French meat at Feafis^

Now daily Tantalize the hungry Guefis'^

While the old Englifh Chine us d to remain^

And many hungry onfets would fuflain.

At thefe thin Feajis each Morfel s fwallow'd down ^

And ev ry thing but the Guefls fiomach's gone.

At thefe new fajhiond Feajis you have hut a Tafi^

With Meat or Wit you fcarce can breaks a Faji,

This Jantee flightnefs to the French we owe^

And that makes allflight Wits admire 'em fo.

They re of one Levels and with little pains

The Frothy Poet good reception gains 5

But to hear Englijh Wit there's ufe of brains.

Though Spares to imitate the French think^fit

In want of Learning, AffeUation^ Wit^

A^d which is mofi^ in Cloaths^weelne'r fubmit.

Their Ships or Plays 0're ours ffjall nere advance^

For our Third Kates flmll match the Firfi ^y^France^ .

With EngUfI) Judges this may bear the Teji^

who will for Shakefpear / part forgive the reji.

The Sparkjjudge hut as they hear others fay^

They cannot thinh^enongh to mind the Flay.



They to catch Ladies (which they drefs at) come^

Or'caufe they cannot read or think^at homeY
Each Aeredeux yeux and anurous loo^s imp^ts^
Levells Crevats and Pcrriwigs at Hearts ^

Tet they themfelves more than the Ladies mind^
And but for vanity voond have 'em kind.
No fajjion

But for their own Dear perJons them can move^
Ti6' admire themfelves too much to be in Love,

Nor Wit^ nor Beauty^ their hard Hearts can firike^

who only their own fence or perfons lil^.

But to the men ofWit our Poet flies^

To fave him from Wits mortal Enemies* iit* •

Since for his Friends he has the beji oft^fe^
Guarded by them he fears not little Foes.

And with each Mifirefs we muji favour find^)
They for EvandrsLs fake will furebe kindi, >
At leaji all thofe to conftant Love inclin d* )

FINIS.
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